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B Y 
MR. C O N G R E V E. 

EPISTLE 
To the Right Honourable C h ar les Lord H a l i f ax. 

'T'O yon, my Lord,iny Mufe her tribute pays 
» •*- Of various verfe, in various rude elTay s j 
To you, ihe firft addrcfsM her early voice. 
By inclination led, and fix'd by choice ; 
To you, on whofeindulgence fhe depends. 
Her few colle£ied lays (he now commends. 

By no one meafure bound, her numbers range. 
And, unrefolv'd in choice, delight in change j 
Her fongs to no diftinguilh'd fame a(pire, 
For, now, Ihe tries the reed, anon, attempts theiyre ; 
In high Pamaffus (he no birthright claims. 
Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian ftreams; 
Yet near the facred mount fhe loves to rove, 
Vifits the fpnn^f and hovers round the grove. 
Shftkoows what dangers wait too bold a flight, 
Aad fears to fall from an Icarian height : 
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4 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

Yet, (lie admires the wing that fafely foars, 

At diftance follows, and its track adores. 

She knows what room, what force, the fwan requires 

Whofc towerine: head above the clouds afpires. 

And knows as well, it is your IrAvcft praifc, 

Such heights to reach with equal ftrengthand eafc, 

O had yjur genius been to hifure bom, 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in verfe with ancient Greece had vy'd. 
And gainM alone a fame, which, there, (even dates divi 
But fuch, cv'n fuch renown, too dearliad coft. 
Had we the patriot in the poet loft. 
A true poetic ftate we had deplored, 
Had not your miniftry our coin reftor'd. 

But ftill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands forcmoft in the faircil lift of Fame, 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your other praife, 
Kor flight the trophies which the Mufes raifc. 
How oft, a patriot's beft-laid fchemcs wc find 
By Parry crofsM, or Fa61:ion undermin'd ! 
If he fucceed, he undergoes this lot, 
The good recciv'd, the giver is forgot. 
But honours which from verfe their fource derive. 
Shall both furmount Detraftion, and furvive: 
And Poets have unqueftion'd right to claim ; 
If not the greatcft, the moft lafting name. 

W. CONGREV 
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THE 

MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS* 

A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of 

CLUEEN MARY. 

*'Infanduni, regina, jubes rcnavare dolorem." ViRG. 



ALEXIS, MENALCAS. 
MENALCAS. 

"D EH OLD, Alexis, fee this gloomy (Iiade, 
"■-^ Which fecms alone for forrow's fhclter made j 
Where bo glad beams of light can ever piny. 
But night fuceecding night excludes the day; 
Where never birds with harmony repair, 
And lightfonie notes, to cheer the dulky air. 
To welcome day, or bid the Sun farewell^ 
By mormng lark, or evening Philomel. 

No violet here, nor daify, c*er was lien ; 
No fvveetly-budding flower, nor (pringing green : 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blufhing rofe. 
Here, baleful eugh with deadly cyprcfs grows. 
Here then, extended on this wither'd mofs, 
Wc *11 lie, and thou Ihalt fing of Albion's lofs, 

B 3 Of 



6 COTS^GREVE'S POEMS. 

Of Albion's lofs, and of Paftora's death, 

Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful breath. 

ALEXIS. 

Ah woe too great ! Ah theme which far exceeds • 
The lowly lays of humble flicpherds rccdsl 

O could I fing in vcrfe of equal firain 
With the Scicilian bard, or Mantuan fwain ; 
Or melting words and moving numbers chufe. 
Sweet as the Britilh Colin's mourning Mufe; 
Copld I, like him, in tuneful grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aftrofel ; 
Then might I raife my voice (fecure of fkill) 
And with melodious woe the valleys fill ; 
The liftening Echo on my fong fhould waitj^ 
And hoUow rocks Paftora's name repeat ; 
Each whittling wind aad murmuring ftream fliould tell 
How lov'd flie liv'd, and how lamented fell. 

MENALCAS. 

Wert thou with every bay and lauiel crowii'd. 
And high as Pan himfelf in fong renowa'd, 
Yet would not all thy art avail, to fliow 
Verfe worthy of her name, or of our woe : 
But fuch true pallion in thy face appears, 
In thy pale lips, thick iighs, and gufhing tears* 
Such tender forrow in thy heart I read, 
As fhall fupply all Ikill, if not exceed. 
Then leave this common form of dumb diftrefs. 
Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefs j 
In fweet complaining notes thy paliion vent. 
And not in fighs^ but words explaining fighs, l^enr. 

ALEXIS* 
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ALEXIS. 

Wild be my words, McnalcaS, wild my thought, 
, Artlefs as nature's notes, in birds untaught; 
Boundlefs my verfe, and roving be my drains. 
Various as flowers on unfrequenfcd plains. 
And thou, Thalia, darling of my brcaft, • 
By whom infpir'd, I Tung at Comus'^ feaft; 
Wliile in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have fax and fmil'd to hear my chearful fong : 
Begone, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays. 
My pipe, iio longer now thy power obeys ; 
Learn to lament, my Mufe, to weep, and mourn. 
Thy fpfinging laurels all to cyprefs turn ; 
Wound \vith thy difmal cries the tender air. 
And beat thy fhowy brcaft, and rend thy yellow hair; 
Far hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling chufe, 
Begone» Tlulia ; fonow is my Mufe. 

I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
Ko more, thefe woods (hall with her fight be blefs'd. 
Nor with her feet thefe flowery plains be prefs'd; 
Ko more the winds (liall with her treffes play. 
And from her balmy brcatli ileal fweets away ; 
Nq viorc thefe rivers chcarfull^ fhall pafs, 
Pleds*d to rcfleft the beauties of her face ; 
While on their banks the wondering flocks have ftood, 
greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No more the nymphs fhr.ll with foft talcs delight 
|ler ears, no more wiih dances plcafc her fight : 

li 4 Nor 
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Nor ever more Ihall fwain make fong of mirth. 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth ; 
Loft is that day, which had from her its light j 
For ever loft with her, in endlefs night ; 
In endlefs night and arms of death flie lies, 
Death in eternal (hades has (hut Paftora's eyes. 

Lament, ye nymphs; and mourn, ye wretched fwains; 
Stray, all ye flocks ; and dcfert bc» ye plains ; 
Sigh, all ye winds ; and weep, ye cryftal floods ; 
Padc, all ye flowers ; and wither, all ye woods. 
I mourn Paftoia dead j kt Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky clifl*s adorn. 
Within a difmal grot, which damps furround, 
AH cold (he. lies upon th* unwholfome ground; 
The marble weeps, and with a Hlcnt pace 
Its trickling tears diftil upon her face. 
Falfely ye weep, ye rocks, and falfely mourn t 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents. 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. 

O fhe was heavenly fair, in face and mind ! 
Never in nature were fuch beauties joinM : 
Without, all Ihining, and within, all white ; 
Pure to the fenfe, and pleafing to the fight ; 
Like fome rare flower, whofe leaves all colours ykldf 
And opening is with fweeteft odours fiU'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the 1 owly reed. 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed 5 
To which excelling height, (he bore a mind 
Humblci as oficrs bending to the wind. 

Thus 
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Thus excellent Ihc was— 

Ah wretched fate ! fhe was, but is no more. 
Help me, ye hills and valleys, to deplore. 

I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
From that blcft earth, on which her body lies. 
May blooming flowers with fragrant fwceto arife : 
Let Myrrba weeping aromatic gum, 
And ever-living laurel, (hade her tomb. 
Thither let all th* induftrious bees repair, 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there : 
Thither let Fairies with their train refort, 
Negleft their revels and their midnight fport. 
There in unufual wailings wade the night, 
And watch her, by the fiery glow-worm's light. 
There may no difmal eugh nor cyprefs grow. 
Nor holly-bulh, nor bitter cider's bough; 
Lex. each unlucky bird far build his neft. 
And diftant dens receive each howling bead; 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, and bats that hate the light* 

But let the fighing doves their forrows bring. 
And nightingales in fweet complainings (ing ; 
Let fwans from their forfaken rivers fly, 
And, fickening at her tomb, make haftc to die. 
That they may help to fing her elegy. 
Let Echo too, in mimic moan, deplore. 
And cry with me, ** Paftora is no more !'* 

I mourn Paftora dead j let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
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And fee the heavens to weep in dew prepare. 
And heavy mifts obfcure the burdfen'd air : 
A fudden damp o*er all the plain is fpread, 
Each lily folds it? leaves, and hangs its head. 
On every tree the bloflbms turn to tears. 
And every bough a weeping moifture bears. 
Their wings the featherM airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ftoop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-defcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th' impending hills. 
The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn. 
And each, with ftreaming eyes, fupplies his wanting urn. 

The Fawns forfake the woods, the Nymphs the grove. 
And round the plain in fad diftra£lions rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 
And leate On thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their iharp nails, themfelves the Satyrs wouftd, 
And tug their fliaggy boards, and bite with grief the 
ground. 

Lo Pan himfcif beneath a blaftcd oak 
Dejcfted lies, his pipe in pieces broke. 
See Pales weeping too, in wild defpair, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yon fading myrtle, where aj)pcArs 
Ttte queeA of love, all bath'd in flowing tears ; 
See how flie wrings her liands, and bents her breaft, 
And tears her ufcFefs girdle from her w.iift : 
Hear the fad murmers of her flghing doves. 
For grief they fi^jh, for|;ctful of their lores. 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS, ii 
Lo, Love himfelf, with heavy woes oppreft ! 
Sec how his forrows fwell his tender breaft ; 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wingJ; 
Then, lays his limbs upon the dying grafs. 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face, 
With tears, which from his folded lids arife. 
And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes. 
All nature mourns ; the floods and rocks deplore. 
And cry with me, " Paftora is no more !*• 

I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky clifls addrn. 
The rockB can melt, and air in mills can mourn, 
And floods can weep, and winds to fi<^s can turn ; 
The birds, in fongs, their ibrrdws can difclofe, 
And nymphs and fwains, in words, can tell their woes. 
But, oh ! behold that deep and wild defpair. 
Which neither winds can fhew, nor floods, nor air. 

See the preat fhcpherd, chief of all thefwains. 
Lord of thcfc woods and wide-extended plams, 
Stretch'd on rfw ground, and clofe to earth his face. 
Scalding with tears th' afready>>faded grafs ; 
To the cold clay he joins his throbbing breaft. 
No more within Paftora' s arms to reft ! 
No more ! For thofe once loft and circling arms 
Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms . 
Cold are thofc lips, which he no more muft kifs, 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs ; 
On whofe foft pillows, lulPd in fweet delights. 
He us'd, in balmy fleep, to lofe the nights. 

6 Akf 



12 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

Ah ! where is all that love and fondnefs fled ? 
Ah ! where is all that tender fweetnefs laid ? 
To duft muft all that heaven of beauty come * 
And muft Pafbora moulder in the tomb ! 
Ah, death ! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
Than wildcft wolves or favage tigers are ; 
With lambs and fheep their hungers are appeas'cf> 
But ravcncus death the lliepherdefs has feiz'd. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cHffs adorn. 

** But fee, Mcnalcas, where a fudden light, 
•* With wonder Hops my fong, an<i ftrikes my fight ? 
" And where Paflora lies, it fpreads around, 
** shewing all radiant bright the lacred ground. 
** While from her tomb, behold, a flame afcend* 
" Of whitift fire, whofe flight to heaven extends ! 
**' On flaking wings it mounts, and quick as fight 
*' Cuts through the yielding air with rays of lighfcf 
** Till the blue firmament at laft it gains, 
** And, fixing there, a glorious ftar remains :^*^ 

Faireil it fhines of all that light the ikies> 
As bncc on earth were fccn Paftora's eyes. 
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TO THE KING, 
ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR, 

IRREGULAR. ODE. 

<* Praefenti tibi matures largimur honores : 
** Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum talc fatentcs." 

Hor. ad Auguflum* 

I. 

OF arms and u-ar ray Mufe afpires to fing. 
And ftrike the lyre upon an untry'd ftring : 
New fire informs my foul, unfelt before ; 
And, on new wings, to heights unknowm I foar, 
O power unfeen ! by whofe refiftlefs force 
Compcll'd, I t^ke this flight, direft my courfe : 
For Fancy wild and pathiefs ways will chufc, 
Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues : 
Say, facped nymph, whence this great change proceeds | 
Why fcoms the lowly fwain his oaten reeds. 
Daring aloud to ftrike the founding lyre. 

And fmg heroic deeds ; 
Negle£ting flames of love, for martial fire > 
II. 
William, alone, my feeble voice can raifc ; 
What voice fo weak, that cannot fmg his praife ? 
The liftcning world each whifper will befriend 
That breathes his name, and every ^r attend. 

The 
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The hovering winds on downy wings Ihail wait around. 
And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying found. 
Ev*A I will in his praife be heard ; 

For by his name my verfe fhall be preferr'd. 

Borne like a lark upon this eagle's w'mg» 

High as the fpheres, I will his triumpli ling ; 
High as the head of Fame ; Fame, whofc exalted fiic 
From the de^ vaU extends up to the vaulted ikies : 

A thoufand talking tongues the monfter bears, 
A thoufand waking eyes, and ever-open ears ; 

Hourly ihe fblks, with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafuring the globe, like time, with conilant race : 

Yet (hall (he ftay, and bend to William's praife : 
Of him, her thoufand ears &all hear triumphant lays. 
Of him her tongue ihall talk, on him her eyes fhall gaze. 
III. 

But lo, a change afioniihing my eyes ! 

And all around, behold new obje6ls rife f 
What forma are theie I fee ? and whence ? 

Beings fubHancial ? or does air condenfe, 
Tq cloche in vifionary fhape my various thougHt f 
Are thefe by fancy \(rought ! 

Can ftrong ideas (hike ia deep the fenfe f 

O facred poefy ! O boundlefs power ! 
What wonders doft thou trace, what hidden worlds e&* 
plore ! 

Through feas, earth, air, and the wide-circling fky. 
What i$ HOC fi>iig^ aad feen by thy all-piercing eye ? 

I IV* 



ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR. 15 
IV. 
'Twas now, when flowery lawns the profpe6t made. 
And flowing brooks beneath a foreft's fhade j 
A lowing heifer, lovelicft of the herd. 
Stood feeding by ; while two fierce bulls prepared 
Their armed heads for fight j by fate of war, to prove 
The vit"ior worthy of the fair-one's love. 
Unthought prefage, of what met next my yiew ! 

For foon the fliady fccne withdrew. 
And now, fgr woods, and fields, and fpringing flowers ; 
Behold a town arife, bulwark'd with walls, and lofty 
towers ! 
Two rival armies all the plain o'erfpread. 
Each in battalia langM, and ihining arms array'd 9 
With eager eyes beholding both from far 
Namur, the prize and mifirefs of the war. 

V. 
Now, thirft of conqueft, and immortal fame,. 
Does every chief and foldier's heart inflame. 
Defenfive arms the Gallic forces bear, 
Wliile hardy Britons for the ftorra prepare : 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
"Refign'd the rule to Gallia's power. 
High on a rock the mighty fortrefs ftands. 

Founded by Fate, and wrought by Nature's hands. 
A. wondrous talk it is th' Afcent to gain. 
Through craggy cliflfs, that ftrike the fight with pain^ 
And nod hnpending terrors o'er the plain. 
To this, what dangers men can add^ by force <»* (kill, 
(Aikl ]B;reat is huiujin force and wit in ill) 

Ar© 



1$ CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

Arc join*d ; on every fide, wide-gaping engines wait. 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate j 
Ready to hurl deftrudlion from above. 
In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. 
Thus fearful does the face of adverfe power appear; 

But Britifti forces are unus*d to fear : 
Though thus opposM, they might, if William wliere not 
there. 

VI. 
But hark, the voice of wai ! behold the ftorm begin ! 
The trumpet's clangor fpcaks in loud alarms. 

Mingling fiirill notes, vvith dreadful din 
Of cannons bui-ft, and rattling clalh of arms. 
Clamours from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth rc-^ 
bound, 
Diftinftion in promifcuous noife is drownM, 
And Echo loft in one continued found. 
Torrents pf fire from brazen mouths are fent, 
FoUow'd by peals, as if each pole were rent ; 
Such flames the gulf of Tartarus difgorge. 
So vaulted ^tna roars from Vulcan's forge ; 
Such were the peals from thence, fuch the vaft blaze that 
broke. 
Reddening with horid gloom the dulky fmoke, 
Whenthe huge Cyclops did with moulding thunder Aveat, 
And maflive bolts on repercuflive anvils beat. 

VII. 
Amldft this rage, behold, where William (lands. 
Undaunted , undifmay'd ! 
With face fcreafi, difpenfing dread commands ; 

1 Which 
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Which, heard with-awe^ are with delight obey'd. 
. . A.thou&nd fiery deaths -ardimd him fly; 

And burning balls hifs harrolefs by : . ! 
For ev'ry fire his facred head muft fpare, 
I<for dares the lightning touch the laurels there.' " 
VHI. 
NoW m6ny a wounded Briton feels the rage . 
Of miffive fires that fefter in each limb, ■• 
* ■ "Which dire revenge alone has power t* afluigq j 
Revenge makes danger dreadlefs feem. r • ' ' "• :' 
And now, with defperats force, and- frefii aftadc^ 
Through obvious deaths, refiftlefs way they make; 
Raifing high piles of earth, and heap on heap they lay> 
And then afcend ;~ Rfemblxng thus (as £ur -,. 
I 'As.raceof men inferior may) .,.': -r " 

The fam'd gigantic war. 
When thofe tali fons of earth did heaven afpire^ 
(A brave, but impious, fire ! ) 
Uprooting hills, with mofi: ftupendous halcf 
To form the high and dreadful fcale. . ' T 
The gods, with hortor and amaze, looked 4pwn^ 
Beholding rocks from their firm bafis rent }■ 
Mountain on mountain thrown. 
With threatening hurl, that (hook th* aetherial firmament ? 
Th' attempt, did fear in heaven create j . ■ 
Even Jjbve defponding fate, 
Till Marsy. with all his force collc£i;ed, ftood. 
r And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood ; 
Who, tumbling beadbng'from th' empyreal ikies, 
O'erwheim'd thofe hills, by which they thought to rife. 
C Mars 
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Mars on the gods did then- hij aid beftow. 
And now in godlike William ^ornis with equal forc^be* 
low, : 

IX. 
Still thry proceed, widi fiim unfhaken paee» 
And hardy breads oppoi'd to Danger's face, 
With daring feet, on fpringing mines they tread 
Of fecret fulphur, la dijse tmbufli laid. f 

Still th^y pioteed ; though all beneath, the laboiiHng^rth 

Trembles to give the dread uruptions birth. 
Tlui^iigh tiizv,: through mooe, tfirough all they gOy 

Mounting at laft amidft the vanquifhM foe. 
Sec, how they climb, and.fcalethe fteepy walls ! 
See, how the Britons rife J fee dcie retiring Gauls ! 
Kow from the fort, behold the yielding flag is fprefid^ 
And William's banner on the breach difplay'dy 

: X- 

Hark, the triumphant Ihouts from every voice ! 
The ikies with acclamations ring ! 
Hark, how around, the hills rejoice^ 
And rocks refle£^ed los fing ! 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets joinM» 

Heroic harmony prepare. 
And charm to filence every wind, 

And glad the late-tormented air. 
Far is the found of martial mufic fpread. 
Echoing through all the Gallic hoft, 
Whofe numerous troops the dreadful ftorm fiirvey*d s 
But they, with wonder or with awe difinay'd, 
Unmov'd beheld the fortreft loft. 

Wmiam, 
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William, their numerous troops with terror fill'd, 

Such wondrous charms can godlike valour ihow ! 
* Not the wirig'd Perfeus, >Vith petrific fiiield 
Of Gorgon* s head, to more .amazement charmM his foe* 
Nor^^when on ibaring horfe he flew, to aid 
And iave from monfter's pLg<d the beauteous maid 1 
Or moine heroic was the'deed ; 
Or ihe to furec chains decreed^ 
Than wasNamur, till now by William freed. 

XI. 
De(cend, my Mufe, from thy too-daring hcightf ' 
Defccnd to earth, and eafe thy wide-ftretch'd wing j 
For weary art thou grown of this unwonted flighty . 

And dofl with pain of triumphs fiog. 
. -More fit for thee, refumc thy rural reeds j 
For yffif let more harmonious harps be (Vrung ; 
Sing thQU.of love, and leave great William's deeds 
To hira who fung the Boyno^j or him to whom he fung. 
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THE BIRTH. OF THE MUSE. 

To the Right Honourable ^ • . 

• * . . t ■•, ' 

CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 
*' Dignum laude virum Mufe vetat raori." HoR. 

TTVESCEND, celeftial Mufe! thy fon infpire 

"*^ Of thee to fing j infiifc thy holy fire. 

Bdov'd of gods and men, thyfelf difclofe; 

Say, from what fource thy heavenly power arofc, 

Which, from unnumber'd years delivering down 

The deeds of heroes deathleft in renown, 

Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknowni 

Time and the Mufe fet forth with equal pace $ 

At once the rival ftarted to ^e race: 

And both at once the deftin'd courfe fhall end. 

Or both to all eternity contend. 

One to prcferve what t' other cannot fave. 

And refcue virtue rifing from the grave. 

To thee, O Montague, thefe ftrains are fung. 

For thee my voice is tun*d, and fpeaking lyre is flrung; 

For every grace of every Mufe is thine 

In thee their various fires united (hine, 

Darling of Phoebus and the tuneful Nine ! 

To thee alone I dare my fong commend, *) 

"Whofe nature can forgive, and power defend, V 

And fhew by turns the patron and the friend. J 

^ Begin, 
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THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. «fr 
Begin, my Mufe, from Jove derive thy fbng. 
Thy fong of right does firft to Jove belong : 
For thou thyfelf art of celeftial feed, 
Nor dare a lire inferior boaft the breed. 
When firft the frame of this vaft ball was made. 
And Jove with joy the finiih'd work furvey'dj 
Viciffitude of things, of men and ftates. 
Their rife and fall were deftin'd by the Fates. 
Then Time had firft a namej by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all futurity. 
Within whofe ample bofom fates repofe 
Caufes of things, and fecret feeds inclofe. 
Which, ripening there, (hall one day gain a birthy 
And force a paft*age through the teeming earth* 
To him they give to rule the fpacious light, 
And bound the yet unparted day and night ; 
To wing the hours that whirl the rolling fphcre. 
To fhift the feafons, and condu6l the year, 
Duration of dominion and of power 
To him prefcribe, and fix each fated hour. ' 
This mighty rule to Time the Fates ordain^ 
But yet to hard conditions bind his reign ; 
For every beauteous birth he brings to light, 
(How good foc'er and grateful in his fight,) 
He muft again to native earth reftore. 
And all his race with iron teeth devour. 
Nor good nor great ihall *fcape his hungry maw. 
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid law. 

Not yet the loofen'd earth aloft was flung. 
Or pois*d amid the ikies- in. balance hung ; 
:.i C 3 " ■' N«r 
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Nor yet did golden firesthe fun pdom. 
Or borrow*4 lufbre filver Cynthia's horn ; 
Nor yet had Time commiffion to begin, 
Or fate the many twifled web to fyin 5 
When a^ the heavenly hoft ai&mbled came 
To view the world yet refting on its frame 5 
Eager they prefs, to fee the fire difmifs, 
And roll the globe alohg the vaft abyfs. 

When deep revolving thoughts the god retain^ 
Which for a fpace fufpend thepromis'd fcene, 
Once more his eyes on Time intentive look. 
Again infpcft Fate's univerfal book^ 
Abroa4,the ivondrous volume he difplays, 
And prefent views the deeds of future days, 

A beauteous fcene adonis the foremofl P^g^ 
Where Nature's bloom prefents the golden age. 
The gQlden leaf to filver fodn refigns, 
And fair the flicet, but yet more faintly, (hines. 
Of bafer brafs, the next denotes the times. 
An impioua page deform'd with deadly crimes* 
The fourth yet wears a worfe and browner facc^ 
And adds tq gloomy days an iron race. 

He turiv^ the book, and every age reviews. 
Then all tl^e kingly line his eye purfues: 
The firft of men> and lords of earth defign'd. 
Who under him ihould govern buraan*kind« 
Of fu^re heroes, there, the lives he reads. 
In fearch of glory fpent, and godlike deeds ; 
Who empires found, and goodly cities build. 
And favage xxiien compeita kore the fidd; 
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All this he (aw, and all he &w appror'd $ 

When lo ! but thence a narrow fpace removed » 

Aid hungry Time has all the fcfcne defac'd. 

The kings dcilroy'd, and laid the kingdoms waile 3 

Together all in common ruins lie. 

And but anon and ev'n the ruins die. 

Th' Almighty, inly touch'd, compaflSon founds 

To fee great anions in oblivion drown'd ; 

And forward fearchM the roll, to find if Fate 
Had no referve to fpare the good and great. 
Bright in his view the Trojan heroes fhine, 
And llian ftruftures rais'd by hands divinc4 
But Ilium foon in native duft is laid, 
And all her boafted pile a ruin made : 
Nor great ^neas can her fall withfland. 
But flies, t6 fave his gods, to foreign land. 
The Roman race fuccced the Dardan ftatc. 
And firil, and fecond Caefar, godlike great. 
Still on to after-days his eyes defcend. 
And rifing heroes Ail! the fearch attend. 
Proceeding thus, he many empires pafs'd j 
When fair Britannia fix'd his fight at laft. 
Above the waves ihe lifts her filver head. 
And looks a Venus born from Ocean's bed. 
Fori rolling years, her happy fortunes fmilc. 
And fates propitious blefs the beauteous ifie { 
To worlds remote (he wide extends her reign. 
And wields the trident of the ftormy main. 
Thus on the bafe of empire firm fhe flands. 
While bright Eliza rules the willing lands. 

C 4 Hut 
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But foon a lowering iky comes on apace^ 
And fate jrevers'd fhews an ill-omenM face. 
The void of heaven a gloomy horror fills ; 
And filbiidy veils involve her fhining hills; 
Of greatnefs pafs'd no fbotfteps {he retains. 
Sunk in a ferics of inglorious reigns. 
She feels the change, and deep regrets the ihame 
Of honours loft, and her diminifh'd name : 
Confcious, (he feeks from day to (hrowd her head. 
And glad would fhrink beneath her oozy bed. 
Thus far, the facred leaves Britannia's woes 
In fhady draughts and duiky lines difclofe. 
Th' enfuing fcene revolves a martial age, 
And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 

Behold ! of radiant light an orb arife. 
Which, kindfing day, reftores the darken'd ikies r 
And fee ! on feas the beamy ball defcends, 
And now its courfe to fair Britannia bends : 
Along the foamy main the billows bear 

The iloating fire^ and waft the ihining iphere. 

HaU, happy omen .' Hail, auipicious fight ! 

Thou glorious guide to yet a greater light. 

For fee a prince, whom dazzling arms array, 

Purfuing clofdy, plows the watery way. 

Tracing the glory through the flaming fea. 
Britannia, riie ; awake, O faireft ifle, 

Prom iron flcep ; again thy fortunes fmile. 

Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 

Whofe reign renews the former age of gold. 

The 
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The Fates at length the blifsful web have ipun. 
And bid it-ibund in cndlcfs circles run. 
Again ihall diftant lands confefs thy fway. 
Again the watery world thy rule obey ; 
Again thy martial fens fliall third for fame. 
And win in foreign fields a deathlefs name ; 
For William's genius every foul infpires, 
And warms the frozen youth with warlike fires* 
Already, fee, the hoftile troops retreat, 
And (eem forewarned of their impending fate. 
Already routed foes his fury feel, 
And fly the force of his unerring fteel. 
The haughty Gaul, who well, till now, might boaft 
A matchlefs fword and unrefifted hod, - 

At his forefcen approach the field forfakcsj 
His cities tremble, and his empire fhakes. 
His towering enfigns long had aw'd the plain^ 
And fleets audacioufly ufurp'd the main ; 
A gathering ftorm he fcem'd, which from afar 
Teem'd with a deluge of deftruftive war. 
Till William's ftronger genius foar*d above. 
And down the (kies the daring tempeft drove. 
So from the radiant fun retires the night, ' 

And weflem clouds ihot through with orient light* 
So whQA th' afluming god, whom ftorms obey, 
To all the warring winds at once gives way, 
The frantic brethren ravage all around. 
And rocks, and woods, and ihores, their rage refoundi 
Incumbent o*er the main, at length they fweep 
The liquid plains, and raiie the peaceful deep. 

I ^ Bitt 
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'But whex>fiipenor Neptohe leaves his bed> 
His trident fhakes, and ihews his artvful head ; 
The madding wknds ar« hufh'd, thft tempers ceaie> 
And every roiling farge refides in pearce. 

And now the £tcred leaf a landiki|> wears^ 
Where^ heaves fereae^ aad air unmov'd appears. 
The rofe and lilj paint the verdant plai^^s^ 
And palm and oliv« (hade the fylvan fccn^s. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides. 
And foft, a»d ftill, (fee filver furface glides. 
The Zephyrs fan the fields, the v?hifpering breeze 
With fragrant breath remurmttrs through the trees. 
The '^^bling birds> applauding new*bom lights 
In wanton meafures wing their aiiy flight. 
Above the flo^^ds tfire fidny race repair. 
And bound aloft^ smd baft; in upper air; 
They gild|beir fcaly 'backs in Phoebus* beams, 
And fcorn to Ikim the ievel of the Yearns* ■ 
Whole Nat|ij^ weaf^ k gay» ai!ul joyous face. 
And blooms and lipeas with the fruks of peace* 

No more the labouring hind regrets his toil, 
£ut chearf uUy manures the grateful foil ; 
Secure the glebe, a plenteous crop will yield. 
And gpldett Cere» gcace the waving field. 
Th' adventurous aasL, who durft the deep explore^ 
Oppofe the wind*, and tezBpt the ihelfy flioic, 
Beneath his roof ncTw tajlles iinbroken reSt, 
Emw^^itb native wealth and plenty bleft. 

No more the forward youth purfuos alarms, 
Kor leaves the iatcred. aruioi JEtubbon anni* . 
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No more the- mothers from' their hopes are toni> 
Nor weeping maids the promisM Idvwr mourn. 
No more the endows' fhrieks, and orphans' crie^ 
Torment the patient air, and pierce the ikies ; 
But peaceful joys the proiperous times afford. 
And banifhM virtue is again reftor*d. ' 
And he whole arms alone fuftain'd the toil. 
And propp'd the nodding frame of Britain's iile| 
By whole- illuftrious deeds, her leaders fit'd, 
Have honours loft ivtriev'd, and new atquir'd, ' ' 

With equal fway will virtue's laws maintain. 
And good, as great, in awful peace (ball reign f 
For his example fiill the rule Ihall give. 
And thole it taught to conquer^ teach to live. 

Proceeding on, the Father (till unfolds 
Succeeding leaves, and brighter flill^holdsi 
The lateft feen the faiteft feems to &ine. 
Yet fudden does to one moi£ fair refign*. 
Th* Eternal paus'd ■ ■ 
Nor would Britannia's fate beyond explore.^ 
Enough he law befides the coming flore. ^ ^ 

Enough the hero had already done. 
And round the wide extent of glory run : 
Nor further now the ftiining path purfues. 
But like the fun die fame bright race renews. 

And fhall remorfeieis Fates on him have power ! 
Or Time unequally fuch worth devour \ 
Then, wherefore fhall the brave for fame conteft ^ 
Why is this man diftbguilh'd fxxm the tsSU 

Whofc 
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Whole /oaring genius now fublitnc afpires, ' 
And deathleis fame, the .due reward' requires, 
Apprqwiig. Heaven th* exalted vittue vie w^ , 
l^or can the chifn ivbich it approves refuie. 
The gr^ Creator foon the grant refolves. 
And in his mighty, imind the means reyolviss. 
He thought ;'b0r doubted once, again to <;ho(e, 
But fp^ke the wo^, and made th' immortal Mufe, 
l^e*er did his/povver produce fo bright a child. 
On whofe^ipr^tioft infant Nature fmiPd. 
Perfe£t at Erft, a finiih'd form IKe wears^ 
And yquth perpetual in her face appears* 
Th* affembled gods, who long expeftingilaid. 
With new. delight gaze on the lovely maid. 
And think the wiih'd-for world was well delay'd. 
Nor did t^e (ire htAielf his joy difguife, 
But fledfail viev^'d, and. fix'd, and fed his eyes» 
Intent a fpace, at length he (ilence broke. 
And thus the god the heavenly fair befpoke. 

'* To the^ immortal Maid, from this blefsM hour, 
** O'er Time and Fame, I give unbounded power, 
** Thou from Oblivion Ihalt the hero fave ; 
** Shalt rife, revive, immortalize the brave. 
** To thee, the Dardan Prince fhall owe his fame ; 
** To thee, the Caefars their eternal name. 
<* Elila, funjg by thee with Fate fhall ftrive, 
^* And long as Time in facred verfe furvive, 
** And yet, O Mufe, remains the nobleft theme ; 
** The firll of mea^ mature for Cfidlefs fame, 
x^ *' « Thyf 
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^* Thy future fongs ihall grace, snd'all thy lays, 

** Thenceforth,, alone ihall wait on William's praifW r 

** On his heroic deeds thy verle fhall rifer * . , ) 

** Thou (halt diffufe the fires that he fuppliet* 

'' Through him thy fongs fhall more fublhne afpirt ; r 

'' And he, through them, fhall deathle^ fame acqial:t:i; 

" Nor Time nor Fate his glbry fhall oppofc, 

'' Or blaft' the monuments the Mufe befioivs/' . « 

This faid ; no more remain 'd. TW ethereal hoil 
Again imjiatient crowd the cryilal coafk. ' 
The Father, now, within his fpacieus hands, . 
Encompait'd all the mingled mafs of Teas, and laiidt % 
And* having heav'd aloft the ponderous fphere. 
He launch'd the world to float ia ambient air. 

ON MRS. ARABELLA HUNT, SINGING. 

IRREGULAR ODE. 
L 

LET all be hufh'd, each foftefl motion ceafe,^ 
Be every loud tumultuous thought atpeace^ 

And every cuder gafp of breath 

Be calm, as in the arms of death. 
And thou, mofl fickle, mofl uneafy part. 
Thou refllefs wanderer, my heart. 

Be flill ; gently, ah leave. 

Thou bufy, idle thing, to heave.. 

Stir not a pulfe ; and let my blood, 

That turbulent^ unruly flood, 



Be feftlf ftay'^ : 
LtC'*iiie jbe ally' but my attention^ dead. 
Oo, reily unneoeflaiy fprings of lifot 

Leave your officious toil and ftrife ;. 
For I would hear her ^oice, and try 
2f tt he fK^fible to die. 

II. 
Come, all ye love-iick maids and wounded iwains, 

/:And liflen to her healing ftrains« • 
A wondrous bahn between her lips ihe wcars^ 
Of fbxrerBign force to ibften cares $ 
And diis duxnigh every ear ihe can impart^ " 
(By tuneful breath diffus'd) to every heart. 
Swiftly the gentle >chamier fliesy 
And to the tender grief fofc air applies , 
.W; 'Which, warbling myfltic foramlsj 
Cements the bleeding panter's wounds. 
But ah } beware' bf clamoroue moan : 
Let no unpleafing murmur, or harfh groan. 

Your flighted loves declare : 
Your very tendereft mo^ng fighs forbear. 
For even they will be too boifterous here. 
Hither let nought but facred Silence come, * 
And let all fiiucy praife be dumb. 
III. 
And lo f Silence himfelf is here i 
Methinks I fee the midnight god appear. 
In all his downy pomp array*d, 
Behold the'reverend ihade : 
An ancient %h he fits upon^ 

Whofe 
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Whofe memory of found is long fince gone. 
And purpo&ly aniiihilated for his thronrx 
Beneath, two (bit tr^a^)arent clouds do meet, • / 

In which he feems to Gnok his ibfter fieet« 
A melancholy thought, coadensM to air^ T 

StoPn from a^ lover in defpair. 
Like a thin mantle, ferv-es to wrap 
In fluid folds his vifionary fliape. 
A wreath of darknefs roQnd his head he wears. 
Where curling miils fuppiy the want of hairs : 
While the flill vapours, which from poppies rife^ 
Bedew his hoary foot, and lull his eyes* . I 

■ ' ■ IV. • 
But hark ! tlie heavenly fphere turns rdiuid, '^ 

And Silence now is drown'd 
In ecftacy of (bund. 
How on a fudden the flill air is charai'd^ 
As if all hkrmony were juft aUrm'd! 
And every foul widi tranfport fill'd. 
Alternately is thaw'd and diili'd« 
See how the heavenly choir . ! 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what (peed and care 
Defcending angels cull the thinned air ! 
Hafle then, come all th' inunortal throngs 
And liflen to her fong ; 
' Leave your lov'd manfions in the iky^ 

And hither, quickly hither fly. 
Tour lofs of heaven nor fliall you need to fear t 
^WhiIe ft* fipgs» 'ti» heaven here. 

V.Scf 
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V. 
Sec how they crowd,, fee how the little cherubs ikip ! 
While others fit Ground her mouth, and fip - 

Sweet Hallelujahs- from her lip, - 
Thofe lips, w{»re in furprize of blifs they roVe j i 
. For ne'er before; did angels tafte • . 
So exquifite a feaft. 
Of mufic and of love. 

Prepare then, ye inunortal choh*, . • . - 

Each facred minflrel tune his lyre. 

And with her voice in chorus. join ^ . . . 
Her voice, which next to yours is, »oft. divine, 

Blefs the glad earth with heavenly lays. 
And to t^ac pitch th' eternal accents raii^. 

Which only breath infpir*d can Teach, . 
To notes, which only (he can learn, and you can teach: 

While we, cbarm'd with the lov'd excefs, ; 

Are wrapt in fweet fbrgetfulnefa ... 

Of all, of all, i)ut of the prefent happin<e(s i. 

Wifliing for evetin that ftate to lie, * ' • • •. ;'. 

For ever to be dying ioy yet never die. 
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P R I A M ' S 
LAMENTATION AND PETITION 

T O 

ACHILLES, 

FOR THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR. 

Tfanllated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad o» 
Beginning at this Line, 



Argument introdu£lory to this Tranflation. 

Hector's body (after he was flain) remained ftill in the 
pofleilion of Achilles ; for which Priam made great 
lamentation. Jupiter had pity on him ; and fent Iris 
to comfort him, and dire61: him after what manner he 
ihould go to Achilles* tent j and how he Ihould there 
ranfomthe body of his fon. Priam accordingly orders 
his chariot to be got ready, and, preparing rich pre- 
fcnts for Achilles, fets forward to the Grecian camp, 
accompanied by nobody but his herald Idaeus. Mer- 
cury, at Jupiter's command, meets him by the way, 
in the figure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoan- 
ing his misfortunes, undertakes to drive his chariot 

. unobfenred through the guards, and to the door of 
D .Achilles* 
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Achilles* tent j which having performed, he difcd- 
vered himfelf a god, and giving him a fhort inftruftion 
how to move Achilles to compaffion, flew up to 
heaven. 

O O fpake the god, and heavenward took his flight; 

*^ When Priam from his chariot did alight ; 

Leaving Idaeus there, alone he went 

With folemn pace into Achilles' tent. 

Heedlefs he pafs'd through various rooms of flate^ 

Until approaching where the hero fate ; 

There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 

Jove's beft-belov'd, with all his chiefs around ; 

Two only were t' attend his perfon plac'd, 

Automcdon and Alcymus j the reft 

At greater diftance, greater ftate exprefs'd. 

Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfued. 
And firft of all was by Achilles viewed. 
About his knees his trembling arms he caft. 
And agonizing grafp'd and held them faft ; 
Then caught his hands, and kifs'd and prefs'd them clofe, 
Thofe hands, th' inhuman authors of his woes j 
Thofe hands, whofe unrelenting force had cofl: 
Much of his blood (for many fons he loft). 

But, as a wretch who has a murder done. 
And, feeking refuge, does from juftice run. 
Entering fome houfe, in hafte, where he 's unknown. 
Creates amazement in the lookers-on : 
So did Achilles gaze, furpriz*d to fee 
The godlike Priam's royal mifcry j 
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All on each other gaz'd, all in furprize. 
And mute, yet fecm'd to queftion with their eycs^ 
Till he at length the folemn (ilence broke ; 
And thus the venerable fuppliant fpoke : 

** Divine Achilles, at your feet behold 
** A proftrate King, in wretchednefs grown old t 
** Think on your father, and then look on me, 
** His hoary age and helplefs perfon fee; 
** So furrowed are his cheeks, fo white his hairs, 
** Such, and fo many, his declining years ; 
*' Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 
*' Could you imagine fuch, his mifery ! 
*' Yet it may come, when he fhall be opprefs'd, 
*' And neighbouring princes lay his country wafte j 
** Ev'n at this time, perhaps, fome powerful foe, 
** Who will no mercy, no compaflion fhow, 
** Entering his palace, fees him feebly fly, 
** And fcek protedtion where no help is nigh. 
** In vain he may your fatal abfencc mourn, 
** And wilh, in vain, for your delay'd return j 
** Yet, that he hears you live, is fome relief ; 
** Some hopes alleviate his excefs of grief; 
*' It glads his foul to think, he once may fefj 
** His much-lov'd fon ; would that were granted me I 
" But I, moft wretched I ! of all bereft ! 
*• Of all my worthy fons how few are left ! 
** Yet fifty goodly youths I had to boaft, 
** When firll the Greeks invaded IHon's coaft : 
** Nineteen, the joyful iiTue of one womb, 
" Are now, alas ! a mournful tribute to one tomb. 

D z « Mercileft 
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** Mcrcilcfs war this devaftation wrought, 

** And their ftrong nerves to dilTolution brought, 

" Still one was Igft, in whom was all my hope, 
** My age's comfort, and his country's prop j 
** He6lor, my darling, and my laft defence, 
** Whofelifc alone, their deaths could recompenfcj 
•* And, to complete my ftorc of countlefs woe, 

** Him you have flain of him bereavd me too ! 

** For his fake only, hither am I come ; 

** Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endlefs fum s 

** All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 

•* A worthlefs ranfom for fo brave a fon. 

" Fear the juft gods, Achilles ; and on me 
** With pity look, think you yoifr father fee ; 
'* Such as I am, he is ; alone in this, 
** I can no equal have in miferies ; 
** Of all mankind mod wretched and forlorn, 
•' Bow'd with fuch weight as never has been borne -f 
** Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
*• The Ipring and fource of ail my forrows come ; 
** With gifts, to court mine and my country's banc, 
" And kifs thofc hands which have my children flain.*' 
He fpake.—— 

Now fadnefs o'er Achilles' face appears, 
Priam he views, and for is father fears ; 
That, and compaflion melt him into tears. 
Then, gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam's face j but he ftill proftrate lay. 
And there, with tears and fighs, afreih begun 
To mourn the fall of his ill-fated &>n* * 

But 
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But paflion different ways Achilles turns, 
Now, he Patroclus, now, his father mourns : 
Thus both with lamentations fitl'd the place. 
Till forrow fccm'd to wear one common faccr 



THE 

LAMENTATION'S 

o F 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN;, 

OVER THE 
DEAD BODY OF HECTOR. 

Tranfiatcd from the Greek of Homer, Iliad »» 

Bc^jinning at this Line, 

Connc6lion of this with the former Tranllation. 

Priam, at laft, moves Achilles to compaflion, and, after 
having made him prefents of great value, obtains the 
body of his fon. Mcrcuiy awakens Priam early in the 
morning, and advifes him to haftc away with the body, 
IciV Agamemnon Ihould be informed of his being ia 
the camp : he himfelf helps to harncfs the mules and 
horfcs, and conveys him fafely, and without noife, 
D J ciuiriot 
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chariot and all, from among the Grecian tents ; theft 
' flies up to heaven, leaving Priam and Idaeus to travel 
on with the body toward Troy. 

NO W did the faffron morn her beams difplay^ 
Gilding the face of univerfai day ; 

When mourning Priam to the town return'd ; 

Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had moum'd^ 

The mules, beneath the mangled body go. 

As bearing (now) unufual weight of woe. 

To Pergamus* high top CafTandra flies. 

Thence fhe afer the fad proceffion- fpies : 

Her father and Idaeus firft appear. 

Then He£Vor*s corpfe extended on a bier ; 

At which, her boundlefs grief loud cries began. 

And, thus lamenting, through the ftreet fhe ran : 

** Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all ! 

** Behold the godlike Heftor's funeral ! 

** If e*er you went with joy, to fte him come 

*' Adom'd with conqueit and with laurels home, 

** AfTemble now, his ranfom*d body fee, 

** What once was all your joy, now all your mifery P* 

She fpak^, and ftrait the numerous crowd obey*d, 
Kor man, nor woman, in the city ftay'd ; 
Common confent of grief had made them one. 
With clamorous moan to Scaea's gate they run. 
There the lov'd body of their Heftor meet. 
Which they, with loud and frelh lamentings, greet. 
His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
E^ual ui lovci in gnef had e^ual flrife : 
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In forrow they no moderation knew, 
But, wildly wailing, to the chariot flew ; 
There ftrove the rolling wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firft his breathlefs corpfe to reach j 
Aloud they beat their breafts, and tore their hair. 
Rending around with Ihrieks the fuffering air. 

Now had the throng of people flopt the way. 
Who would have there lamented all the day;. 
But Priam from his chariot rofe, and fpake, 
** Trojans, enough j truce with your forrows make; 
*' Give way to me, and yield the chariot room: 
** Firft let me bear my Heftor's body home, 
** Then mourn your fill.** At this the crowd gave ^vay^ 
Yielding, like waves of a divided fea. 

Idaeus to the palace drove, then laid 
With care the body on a fumptuous bed. 
And round about were Ikilful fingers plac*d. 
Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes exprefs'd 
Their moan ; all in a Chorus did agree 
Of univerfal mournful Harmony, 
When firft Andromache her padion broke, 
And thus (clofe prcffing his pale cheeks) ihe /poke : 

ANDROMACHE'S LAMENTATION* 

O my loft huiband ! let m* ever mourn 
Thy early fate, and too untimely iSm r 
In the full pride of youth thy glories fade. 
And thou in aihc« muft with thgm be laid. 

D 4 'Why 
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Why is my heart thus miferably torn 
Why am I thus diftrcfs'd! why thus forlorn! 
Am I that wretched thing a widow left ? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ! 
Yet I were blefl-, were I alone undone; 
Alas, my child! where can an infant run? 
Unhappy orp^ian! thou in woes art nurs'd; 
Why were you bom? — I am with bleffings cursed! 
For long ere thou fliall be to manhood grown, 
Wi3e defolation will lay wafte this town: 
Who is there now that can proteftion give, 
Since he, who was her ftrength, no more doth live? 
Who of her reverend matrons will havq care ? 
Wiio fave her child;-en from the rage of war ? 
For he to all father and huftand was, 
And all are orphans now, and widows, by his lofs. 
Soon will the Grecians, now, infulting come. 
And bear us captives to tlieir diftant home ; 
I, with my child, muft the fame fortune fhare. 
And all alike, be prifoners of the war; 
'Mongft bafe-born wretches he his lot muft hav?, 
And be to fome inhuman lord a (lave, x 
Elfe fome avenging Greek, with fury fill'd, 
Or for an only fon or father kilPd , ^ 

By Hector's hand, on him will vent his rage, 
And with his blood his thirfty grief aiTuage; 
For many fell by his relentlefs hand. 
Biting that ground, with which their blood was ftain'd. 

Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war. 
And nerer did bit foes in battle fpare j 

Thence 
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Thfcnce come thefe fufferings, which Co much have coft. 

Much woe to all, but fure to me the moft, 

I few him not, when in the pangs of death. 

Nor did my lips receive his latell breath ; 

Wliy held he not to mc his dying hand ? 

And why receivM not I his laft command ? 

Something he would have faid had I been there. 

Which I fhould ftill in fad remembrance bear; 

For I could never, never words forget, 

Which night and day I fhould with tears repeat. 

She Ipake, and wept afrefh, when all around 

A general figh diffus'd a mournful found. 

Then, Hecuba, who long had been opprcll 

With boiling paflions in her aged brcaft. 

Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun 

A lamentation for her darling fon. 

HECUBA'S LAMENTATION. 

Hcftor, my joy, and to my foul more dear 
Than all my other numerous iffue were j 
G my laft comfort, and my beft-belov*d ! 
Thou, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mor'd. 
And fent a god his dread commands to bear. 
So far thou wert high heaven's peculiar care ! 
From fierce Achilles' chains thy corpfe was freed ; 
So Jiind a fate was for none elfe decreed : 
My other Tons, made prifoners by his hands. 
Were ibid like ilayes; and fhipt to foreign lands. 

Thou 
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Thou too wert fentenc'd by his barbarous doom. 
And dragg'd, when dead, about Patroclus* tomb. 
His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy hands had flain : 
And yet that cruelty was us'd in \'ain, 
Since all could not reftore his life again. 
Now frefh and glowing, ev'n in death thou art. 
And fair as he who fell by Phoebus' dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her paffion ftay'd. 
And univerfal moan again was made ; 
When Helen's lamentation hers fupply'd. 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry'd. 

HELEN'S LAMENTATION. 

O Heftor, thou wert rooted in my heart. 
No brother there had half fo large a part ! 
Not lefs than twenty years are now pafs'd o'er. 
Since firft I landed on the Trojan Ihore ; 
Since I with godlike Paris fled from home ; 
(Would I had dy'd before that day had come !) 
In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne'er could charge thee with a deed unkind ; 
Not one untender word, or look of fcom. 
Which I too often have from others borne. 
But you from their reproach ftill fet me free. 
And kindly have reprov'd their cruelty ; 
If by my fifters or the Queen revil'd, 
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kmdndk ftill has ail my grief beguil'd. 
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£v€r in tears let me your lof^ l)emoan, 

Who had no friend alke^ut you alone : 

All will reproach ree now where'er I pafs. 

And fly with horror from my hated face. . 

This faid, (he wept ; and the vaft throng was mov*d, 

And with a general figh her grief approv'd. 

When Priam (who had heard the mourning crowd) 

Rofe from his feat, and thus he (pake: aloud ; 

" Ceafe your lamcntings, Trojans, for a while, 
** And fell-down trees to build a funeral pile; 
*' Fear not an ambufh by the Grecians laid, 
** For with Achilles twelve days truce I made." 

He fpake ; and all obeyed as with one mind, 
Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen join'd| 
Forth from the city all the people went, . 
And nine days fpace was in that labour fpentj 
The tenth, a moil ftupendous pile they made. 
And on the top the manly Heftor laid, 
Then gave it fire ; while all, with weeping eyes. 
Beheld the rolling flames and fmoke arife. 
All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd j 
But when the rofy morn with day return'd. 
About the pile the thronging people came. 
And with black wine quench'd the remaining flame. 
His brothers then and friends fearch'd every where. 
And gathering up his fnowy bones with care. 
Wept o'er them ; when an urn of gold was brought* 
Wrapt in foft purple palls, and richly wrought. 
In which the (acred afhes were interred, 
Iben o'er his grave a monumcat they rear'd. 

Mea« 
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Mean time, ftrong guards were plac'd, and carefui J./pj 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent furprize. 
The work once ended, all the vaft refort 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court ; 
There they refrcfh'd their weary limbs with reft. 
Ending the funeral with a folemn fcafl. 

PARAPHRASE UPON HORACE, 
ODE XIX. L I B. I. 

** Mater facra Cupidinum, &c." 
I. 

THE t3»rant Queen of foft defires. 
With the refiftlefs aid of fprightly Wine 
And wanton Eafe, confpiics 
To make my heart its peace refign, 
And re-admit Love's long-reje6led fires. 

For beauteous Glycera I burn, 
The flames ib long repell'd with double force return. 
Matchlefs her face appears, and fhines more bright 
Than polifli'd marble when rcflc£ling light : 
Her very coynefs warms ; 
And with a grateful fullennefs fhe charms : 

Each look darts forth a thoufand rays, 
Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays ; 
My eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy while I gaze. 
II. 
She comes ! fbe comes ! ihe rufhcs in my veins ! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large ihe reigns ? 

Cypruf 
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Cyprus no more with her abode is blcft, 
I am her palace, and her throne my bread. 
Of favage Scythian arms no more I write. 
Of Parthian archers, who in flying fight, 
And make rough war their fport j 

Such idle themes no more can more, 
Nor any thing but what *s of high import : 

And what 's of high import, but love ? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare f 
With wine of two years old your cups be fill'd t 

After our facrifice and prayer, 
The goddcfs may incline her heart to yield. 

STANZAS 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 

LIB. II. ODE XIV. 

" Eheu fugaccs, Pofthume, Pofthume, 
** Labuntur anni, &c.'* 

I. 

A H ? no, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'tis, 
•*^ ^ This pious ar.ince. 

Not all thefc prayers and alms can buy 

One moment tow'rd Eternity. , 

Erernity ! that boundlefs race. 

Which Time hlmfelf can never run 
(Swift, as he flics, with an unweary'd pace) : 
Which, wben ten thoufand, tlioufand years arc done. 
Is ftill the lame, and Alii to be begun* 

Fixd 
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Fix'd are thofe limits, which prefcribe 
A (hort extent to the moft lafting breath ; 
And though thou could'ft for facrifice lay dowi 
Millions of other lives to favethy own, 

*T\vere fruit Icfs all j not all would bribe 
One fupernumerary galp from death. 
II. 
In vain 's thy inexhaufted ftore 

Of wealth, in vain thy power ; 
Thy honours, titles, all muft fail. 
Where Piety itfelf can nought avail. 
The rich, the great, the innocent, and juft, 

Muft all be huddled to the grave, 
With the moft vile and i ignominious (lave. 
And undiftinguilh'd lie in duft. 
In vain the fearful flies alarms. 
In vain he is fecure from wounds of arms. 
In vain avoids the faithlefs feas. 
And is confin'd to home and eafe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 

In vain are all thofe arts we try. 
All our evafions, and regret to die : 
From the contagion of mortality, 
Ho clime is pure, no air is free : 
And no retreat 
Is fo obfcure, as to be hid from fate 
III. 
Thou muft, alas ! thou muft, my friend ; 
(The very hour thou now doft fpend 
In ftudying to «vQid, brings on thy end) 



HORACE IMITATED. 47 

I Thou muft forego the deareft joys of life j 
Leave the warm bofom of thy tender wife, 
And all the much-lov'd offspring of her womb, 
To moulder in the cold embraces of a tomb. 
All muft be left, and all be loft ; 
Thy houfe, whofe ftately ftru6lure fo much coft. 

Shall not afford 
Room for the ftinking carcafe of its lord. 
Ofallthypleafant gardens, grots, and bowers, 
Thy coftly fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and flower*. 

Nought (halt thou fave ; 

Or but a fprig of rofemary ilialt have, 

To wither with thee in the grave : 

The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid 

Their tranfitory matter dead. 

IV. 

Then (hall thy Iong-expe6Ving heir 
A joyful mourning wear : 
And riot in the wafte of that eftate 
Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get. 
All thy hid ftores he ftiall unfold, 
And fct at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemn'd by thee, 
To\^ults and prifons, ftiall again be free : 
Bury'd alive though now it lies. 

Again ftiall rife j 
Again its fparkling furface ftiow. 
And free as element profufely flow. 

Witfc 
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With fuch high food he ihalLfct forth his fcafts. 
That cardinals fball wilh to be his gueih ; 
-And pampered prelates fee 
Themfelves outdone in luxury. 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE 
ODE IX. LIB. I. 

^* Vides ut alta, &c." 

I. 

13 LES S me, *tis cold ! how chill tli« air ! 
•■^ How naked does the world appear ! 
But fee (big with the offspring of the north) 
The teeming clouds bring forth : 

A fbower of foft and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-cloath the earth again. 

Behold the mountain -tops around, 

As if with fur of ermins crown* d j 
And lo ! how by degrees 
The univerfal mantle hides the trees, 

In hoary flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the (ky : 
Trembling, the groves fuftain the weight, and bo« 

Like aged limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable head of fnow, 

II. 
Diffufive cold does the whole earth invade, 
like a difeafc, through all its veins 'tis fpread. 
And each late living fheam is numb'd and dead. 

Let's 
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Let 'j melt the frozen hours, make warm the air; 
Let chearful fires Sol's feeble beams itpair^ 
Fill the large bowl with fparkling wine 5 
Let 's drink 'till our own faces fhine^ 

Till we like funs appear. 
To light and warm the hcmifphcre. 
Wine can difpcnfc to all both light and heat. 

They are with wine incorporate : 
That powerful juice, with which no cold dareg mix> ' 
Which ftill is fluid, and no froft can fix ; 

Let that but in abundance flow, 
And let it ftorm and thunder, hail and fiiow, 
*Tis heaven's concern ; and let it be 
The care of heaven ftill for me : 
Thofe winds, which rend the oaks and plough the icAs^ 
Great Jove can, if he pleaie, 
With one commanding nod appeafe. 

in. 

Seek not to know to-morrow's doom ; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The prefent moment 's all our ftore : 
The next, (hould heaven allow. 
Then this will be no more : 
So all our life is but one infl:ant now. 
Look on each day you 've pait 
To be a mighty treafure won : 
And lay each moment out in hafte ; 
We 're fure to live too faft. 
And cannot live too foon. 

E Youth 
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Touth doth a thoufand pleafures briug^ 
Which from decrepit age will fly ; 
The flowers that flourifli in the fpring, 
Xq winter's cold embraces die. 
IV. 
Now Love, that cvcrlafting boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in foft delights : 
Kow the kind nymph yields all her charms, 
Koi yields in vain to youthful arms. 
Slowly (he promifes at night to meet, 
But eagerly prevents the hour with (wifter feet. 
To gloomy groves and ihadcs obfcure (he flies^ 
There veils the bright confeilion of her eyes. 
Unwillingly flie flays, 
. Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in foft fighs conveys 
The whifpers of her heart. 
•Still flie invites and ftill denies, 
And vows flie *11 leave you if you 're rude j 
Then from her raviflier flie flies. 
But flies to be purfu*d : 
If from his fight flie does herfelf convey. 
With a feign'd laugh flie will herfelf betray^ 
And «uQaiDgly.iii^u£k him in the way. 



"SO 
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T lookM, and I Cgh'd, and I wifliM I could (peak, 
•^ And very fain would have been at her ; 
But when I ftrove moft my great paffion to break, 
Still then I faid lead of the matter. 

n. 

I fwore to myfelf, and refolv'd I would try 

Some way my poor heart to recover ; 
But that was all vain, for I fooner could die. 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 

III. 

Dear Cxlia, be kind then ; and (ince your own eye« 

By looks can command adoration. 
Oive mine leave to talk too, and do not defpife 

Thofe oglings that tell you my pajflion, 

IV. 
We '11 look, and we 'H love, and though neither fhould 
ipeak. 
The pleafure we '11 ftill be purfuing j 
And fo, without words, I don 't doubt wc may make 
A very good end of this wooing, 

E a THE 
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THE RECONCILIATIO 

RECITATIVE. 

FAIR Caelia love pretended. 
And nam*d the myrtle bower. 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promised hour. 
Ac length impatient growing 
Of anxious cxpeftation, 
His heart with rage o'erflowing. 
He vented thus his paflion. 

ODE. 
To all the fex deceitful, 

A long and lait adieu ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 

As oft as mea prove true. 
The pains they caufe are many. 

And long and hard to bear. 
The joys they give (if any) 

Few, fhort, and uniincere. 

RECITATIVE. 

But Caelia now, repenting 
Her breach of affignation. 
Arrived with eyes consenting. 
And {parkling inclination. 
Like Citherea fmiHng, 
She blufh'd, and laid his pafHoni 
The ihepherd ceas'd reviling. 
And fung ^s lecanution:: 
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PALINODE. 

How engaging, how endearing, 

Is a Lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing. 

After abfence or dcfpair ! 
Women wife increafe defiring. 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring. 

All they mean is more to pleafe, 

ABSENCE. 

A LAS ! what pains, what racking thoughts he proves, 
•^ ^ Who lives removed from her he deareft loves ! 
In cruel abfence doomed paft joys to mourn. 
And thi^k on hours that will no more return ! 
Oh let me ne'er the pangs of abfence try, 
Save me from abfence, Love, or let me die. 

so N G. 

Tp ALSE though ihe be to me and Love, 
•*• I'll ne'er purfue Revenge ; 
For flill the Charmer I approve, 

Though I deplore her change. 
In hours of blifs we oft have met, 

They could not always laft ; 
And though the prefent I regret, 

I'm grateful for the paft. 

E 3 SONG 
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ffd N G IN DIALOGir 
FOR TWO WOMEN. 



T Love, and am belov'd again, 

Strephon'no more (hall figh in vain ; 
I *ve try'd his faith, and found him true. 
And all my coynefs bid adieu. 

2. 

I love, and am belov'd again, 
Yet flill my Thyrfis fhall complain ; 
I'm fure he *s mine, while I refufc him. 
But when I yield, I fear to lofe him. 

1. Men will grow faint with tedious fading : 

2. And both will tire with often taftingy 
When they find the blifs not lading. 

I. Love is compleat in kind poflefling. 
a. Ah no! ah no! that ends the blefling. 

CHORUS OF BOTH, 

Then let us beware how far we confent, 
Too foon when we yield, too late we repent ; 
'Tis ignorance makes men admire : 
And Ejanting defire 
We feed not the fire, 
Bat make it more quickly expire, 

so: 



S O N Gi 

1. 

'T'E L L me no more I am deceiv'd ; 
■*• That Chloe *s felfc and common i 
I always knew (at leaft believM) 

She was a very woman ; 
As fuch, I lik*d, as fuch, carefs'd. 
She ftill was conflant when poflcfs'd. 
She could do more for no man. 
II. 
But, oh ? her thoughts on others ran. 
And, that, you think a hard tiling j 
Perhaps, fhe fancy 'd you the man. 

And what care I one farthing? 
You think fhe *s falfe, I m fure (he 's kind ; 
2 take her body, you her mind, 
Who has the better bargain ? 

THE PETITION, 

/^ RANT me, gentle Love, faid I, 
^^ One dear blefling ere I die ; 
Long I 've borne excefs of pain. 
Let me now fome blifs obtain. 

Thus to almighty Love I cry'd. 
When angry thus the god reply'd, 

£ 4 B]^Smst 
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Bleflings greater none can have, 
Art thou iM^ Amynta'«.4Iave ? 
Ccafe fond mortal, to implore, 
For Love, ev'n Love himlelf 's no more* 

SONG. 



/^ R U EL Amynta, can you fee 
^^ A heart thus tern, which you betray 'd ? 
JLove of himfelf ne'er vanquilh'd me, 
^ But through your eyes the conqucll made. 

n. 

In ambufii their the traitor hy, 

Where I was led by faithlefs fmiles : 
No wretches are fo loft as they, 

Whom much fecurity beguiles, 

SONG. 

I. 

QEE, fee, fhe wakes, Sabina wakes I - 
^ And now the fun begins to rife ; 
Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 

With light united, day they give. 

But different fates ere niglit fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How viany will her coldnefs kill ! 

Occafioned 
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Occafionad t>y a Lady's having writ Verses in 
Commendation of a Poem which was written ia 
Praife of another Lady. 

TTARD is thetafk, and bold th* adventurous flighty 

■*■-*■ Of him, who dares in praife of beauty vn ite j 

For when to that high theme our thoughts afcejad^ 

'Tis to detradl,. too poorly to commend. 

And he, tvho, praifing beauty, does no ^v^ong, 

May boaft to be fuccefsful in his fong : 

But when the fair thcmfelvcs approve his lays. 

And one excepts, and one vouchfafes to praife. 

His wide ambition knows no farther bound. 

Nor can his Mufe with blighter fame be crown*d« 

EPIGRAM. 

Written after the Deceafe of Mn. Ar a b « li. a 
Hunt, under her Pidurc drawn playing on a 
Lute. 

WERE there on earth another voice like thine. 
Another hand fo bleft with Ikill divine ! . 
The late affliftcd world ibme hopes might have. 
And Harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 



S O KG. 
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SON G. 

I. 

T> I O U S Belinda goes to prayers, 
T If I but aft the favour; 
And yet the tender fool »s in tears, 

When Ihie believes 1*11 leave her, 
II. 
Would I were free from this reftraint, 

Or elfe had hopes to win her ! 
Would flie could make of me a faint, 

Or I of her a finner J 

A HYMN TO HARMONY, 

IN HONOUR OF 

'/ST, CECILIA'S DAY, MDCCI. 
$et to Music by Mr. John Eccles. 



g^ Harmony, to thee we fing, 



Tathee the grateful tribute bring 
Of (acred verie, and fweet refounding lays ; 
Thy aid invoking while thy Power we praife. 
All hail to thee, 
AU powerful Harmony I 

3 Wife 
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Wife Nature owns thy undifputcd fvvky, 
Her wondrous works refigning to thy care : 
The planetary orbs thy rule obey, 
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way. 
Thy voice informing each melodious fphere* 

CHORUS. 

All hail to thee, 
All-powerful Harmony I 
II. 
Thy voice, O Harmony, with awful found 
Could penetrate th' abyfs profound, 
. Explore the realms of ancient night. 
And fearch the living fource of unborn light, 

Confufion heard thy voice, and fled. 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifli'd head. 
Then didft thou, Harmony, give biith 
To this fair form of heaven and earth ; 
Then all thofe (hining worlds above 
In myftic dance began to move 
Around the radiant fphere of central fire, 
A nevcr-ceafmg, never-filent choir. 

CHORUS. 

Confufion heard thy voice, and fled. 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifh'd head* 
III. 
Thou only, goddefs, firfl could'fl tell 
Tlie mighty charms in numbers found ; 
And d'ldik to heavenly minds reveal 
The iecret force of tuneful found. 

When 
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When firft Cyllenius form*d the lyre. 
Thou didft the god infpirc j 
When firft the vocal fhell he ftrung. 
To which the Mufes fung : 
Then firft the Mufes fung ; melodious ftrain& Ap 

playM, 
And Mufic firft began by thy aufpicious aid. 

Hark, hark ! again Urania fings ! 
Again Apollo ftrikcs the trembling firings I 
And fee, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found* 

CHORUS. 

Hark, hark, again Urania fings ? 
Again Apollo ftrikcs the trembling firings ! 
And fee, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found. 
IV. 
Defcend, Urania, heavenly fair ! 
To the relief of this afllicled world repair ; 
See hwv, with various woes oppreft, 
The wretched race of men is worn ; 
Confum'd with cares, with doubts diftreft. 
Or by conflifting paffions torn. 
Reaibn in vain employs her aid^ 
The furious will on fancy waits ; 
While reafon ftill by hopes or fears betray'd. 
Too late advances, or too foon retreats, 
Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The wandering fenfc, and calm the troubled mind 

c 1 
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CHORUS. 

Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 

"Hic wandering fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

V. 
Begin the powerful fong, ye facred Nine, 
Yourinftruments and voices join ; 
Harmony, peace, and fwcet de£re. 
In every breaft infpire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And foft repofe to refUefs thoughts impart. 
Appcafe the wrathful mind, 
" To dire revenge and death iodin'd ': 
With balmy founds his boiling blood afluage. 
And melt to mild remorfe his burning rage. 
*Tis done ; and now tumultuous paiTions ceafe ; 

And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome cafe is bleft. 
By mufic luU'd to pleafing red. 

CHORUS. 

^Tis done ; and now tumultuous padions ceafe ; 

And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is blcfV, 

By mufic lulled to pleafing reft. 
VI. 

Ah, fweet repofe, too foon expiring ? 

Ah, foolifh man, new toils requiring! 

Curs'd ambition, ftrife purfuing. 

Wakes the world to ym and ruin* 
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See, fee, the battle is prepared ! 
Behold, the hero comes ! 
Loud trumpets with ihrill fifes are heard ; 

And hoarfe reibunding drums. 
War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife. 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

War, with difcordant notes and jarring noifc, 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 
VII. 
Sec the forfaken fair, with ftreaming eyes 
Her parting lover mourn j 
She weeps, ihe fighs, defpairs, and diea. 
And watchful waftes the lonely livelong nights. 

Bewailing paft delights 
That may no more, no never more return. 
O footh her cares 
With fofteft, fweeteft airs, 
'Till viftory and peace rcftorc 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaft, 
Wjthin her folding arms to reft. 
Thence never to be parted more. 
No never to be parted more. 

CHORUS. 

Let viftory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaft. 
Within her folding arms to reft. 
Thence never to be parted moie^ 
Nq never to be parted more. 



Enoug 
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VIII. 
Enough, Urania, heavenly fair ! 
Now to thy native Ikies repair. 
And rule again the ftarry fphere ; 
Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fillM, 

To eafe the world of care, 
Cecilia, more than all the Mufes IkilPd ! 
Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield. 

And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The foft entervate lyre is drown 'd 
In the deep organ's more majeftic found. 
In peals the fwelling notes afcend the Ikies ; 
Perpetual breath the fwelling notes fupplies. 
And lailing as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame^ 
Th* immortal mufic never dies. 

GRAND CHORUS, 

Cecilia, more than all the Mufes Ikill'd, 

Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield. 
And at her feet lay down 

His golden harp and laurel crown. 

The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
•In the deep organ's more majeftic found. 
In peals the fwelling notes afcend the ikies ; 
'Perpetual breath the fwelling notes fupplies. 
And lafting as her name. 

Who formM the tuneful frame, 

Th* immoiul mufic never dies* 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

GRACE LADY GETHIN, 

Occalioncd by reading her Book, Intituled 

RELIQUI^ GETHINIAN^. 

AFTER a painful life in ftudy fpcnt, 
Theleara'd themfelves their ignorance lament j 
And aged men, whofc lives exceed the fpace 
Which feems the bound prefcriVd to mortal race. 
With hoary heads, their fliort experience grieve. 
As doom*d to die before they 've learned to live. 
So hard it is true knowledge to attain. 
So frail is life, and fruitlefs human pain ! 
Whoe'er on this refle6ts, and then behold s. 
With ftri£t attention, what this book unfolds, 
With admiration ft ruck, fhall queftion who 
So very long could live, fo much to know ? 
For fo complete the fini{h*d piece appears, 
That learning feems combined with length of years j 
And both improved by pureft wit, to reach 
At all that ftudy or that time csoi teach. 
But to what height muft his amazement rife ! 
When, having read the work, he turns his eyes 
Again to view the fbrcmoft opening page, 
And there the beauty^ fex, and tender age, 

I Of 
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Of her beholds, in whofe pure mind arofe 

Th' aetherial fource from whence this current flows ! 

When prodigies appear, our reafon fails, 

And fuperftitipn o'er philofophy prevails. 

Some heavenly minifter we fhait conclude. 

Some angel-mind with female form endued. 

To nuike a fliort abode on earth, was fent, 

(Where no perfeftion can be permanent) 

And, having left her bright example here. 

Was quick recalled, and bid to difappcar. 

Whether around the throne, eternal hymns 

She fmgs, amid the choir of feraphims ; 

Or fomc refulgent ilar informs, and guides. 

Where Ihe, the blefl intelligence, prefides j 

Is not for us to know who here remain ; 

For 'twere as impious to enquire, as vain : 

And all we ought, or can, in this dark ftate. 

Is, what we have admir'd> to imitate. 

EPITAPH 

Upon Robert Huntingdon, of Stanton Harcourt, 
Efq. and Robert his Son. 

nn HIS peaceful tomb does now contain 
•*• Father and Ton, together laid ; 
Whofe living virtues Ihall remain. 

When they, and tliis; are quite decay 'Idr 

F What 
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What man Ihould be, to ripcncfs grown, 
And fini&'d worth fhouid do, or fliun. 

At full was in the father fhown j 
What youth could promiie^ in the fdn. 

But death obdurate, both deflroy'd 

The perfeft fruit, and opening bud r 
Firft feiz*d thofe fwects we had enjoy'd. 

Then robb'd us of the coming good. 

TO MR. DRYDEN, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS. 

AS when of old heroic ftory tells 
Of knights imprifon'd long by magic fpells. 
Till future time the deftin*d hero fend, 
By whom the dire enchantment is to end : 
Such feems this work, and fo referv'd for thee. 
Thou great reveal cr of dark poefy. 

Thofe fuUcn clouds, which have, for ages paft. 
O'er Perfius* too-long fufferip^ Mufe been caft, 
Difperie, and fly before thy iacrcd pen. 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are feen« 
Sure Phoebus' felf thy fwelling bread infpires. 
The god of mufic, and poetic fires : 
£lfe, whehcr proceeds this great furprize of light ! 
How dawns this day, forth from the womb of night ! 

Our wonder now does our paft folly Ihow, 
Vainly contexxming what we did not know s 

to, 
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So, unbelievers impioully dcfpiie 
The facrcd oracles, in myfteries. 
Perfius, before, in fmall efteem was had,. 
Unlefs, what to antiquity is paid j 
But like Apocrypha, with fcruple read, 
(So far our ignorance our faith milled) 
Till you, Apollo's darling pried, thought fit 
To place it in the poet's facred writ. 

As coin, which bears fome awful monarch's face. 
For more than its intrinfic worth will pafs ; 
So your bright image, which we here behold^ 
Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold, 
To you, we all this following trcafure owe. 
This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 

Old ftoick virtue, clad in rugged lines, 
Polilh'd by you, in modern brilliant fliines 5 
And as before, for Perfius, our efteem 
To his antiquity was paid, not him r 
So now, whatever praife from us is due, 
Belongs not to old Perfius, but the new. 
For ftill obfcure, to us no light he gives 1 
Dead in himfclf, in you alone he lives. 

So ftubborn flints their inward heat conceal. 
Till art and force th' unwilling fparks reveal ; 
But through your fltill, from thofe fmall fcedfc of fire, 
Bright flame§ arife, which never can expire. 



THE 
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THE ELEVENTH 

s A T I Ire of j u v e n a l. 

^ THE ARGUMENT. 

The dcfign of this Satire is to cxpofe and reprehend all 
manner of intemperance and debanchery ; but more 
particularly that exorbitant luxury ufed by the Ro- 
mans in their feafting. The Poet draws the occafion 
from an invitation, which he here makes to his Friend 
to dine .with him ; very artfully preparing hifn with 
what he was to ezpe£^ from his treaty by beginning 
the Satire with a particular inve6iive againft the 
vanity and folly of ibme perfons, who, having but mean 
fortunes in the world, attempted to live up to the 
height of men of great eflates and quality. He (hews 
us the miferable end of fuch fpendthrifts and gluttons, 
tvith the manner and courfes which they took to 
bring themfelves to it ; advifing men to live within 
bounds^ an4 to proportion their inclinations to the 
extent of their fortune. He gives his Friend a bill of 
fare of the entertainment he has provided for him ; 
and from thence he takes occafion to rtReGt upon the 
temperance and frugality of the greateft men in for- 
mer ages : to which he oppofes the riot and intem- 
perance of the prefent ; attributing to the latter a via- 
ble remiiTnefs in the care of heaven over the Roman 
ftate. He inllances fome lewd practices at feafls, and, 

by the ^ye, touches the nobility with making vice 

and 
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and debauchery confift with their principal pleafures. 
He concludes with a repeated invitation to his Friend 5 
adviiing him (in one partcular fomewhat freely) to a 
negle£\: of all cares and difquiets for the prefcnt, and 
a moderate ufe of pleafures for the future, 

T F noble Atticus make fplendid feafls, 

* And with cxpenfive food indulge his guefts s 

His wealth and quality fupport the treat : 

Nor is it luxury in him, but ftate. 

But when poor Rutilus fpends all he 's worthy 

In hopes of fctting one good dinner forth ; 

*Tis downright madnefs : for what greater jefls, 

Than begging gluttons, or than beggars* feafts ? 

But Rutilus is now notorious grown, 
And proves the common theme of all the town* 

A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 
Able for arms, and for his country's good 
Urg'd by no power, reftrain'd by no advice. 
But following his own inglorious choice : 
*Mongft common fencers pra£li fes the trade, 
That end debadng for which arms were made ; 
Arms which to man ne'er-dying fame afibrd. 
But his difgrace is owing to his fword. 
Many there are of the fame wretched kind. 
Whom thei r defpairin g crcd i tors may find 
Lurking in ftiambles ; where with borrowed coin 
They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine ; 
Such, whofe fole blifs is eating } who can give 
But that one bmtal reafon why they live, 

F 3 And 
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And yet what *s more ridiculous : of thefc, 
The pooreft wretch is ftill moft hard to pleafe ; 
And he whofe thin tranfparent rags declare 
How much his tatter'd fortune wants repair, 
Would ranfack every element for choice 
Of every fifti and fowl at any price ; 
If, brought from far, it very dear has coft, 
It has a flavour then, which pleafes moft, 
And he devours it with a greater guft. 

In riot thus, while money lafts, he lives, 
And that exhaufted, ftill new pledges gives j 
Till forced of mere neceflity to eat, 
He comes to pawn his difh to buy his meat. 
Nothing of filver or of gold he fpares. 
Not what his mother's facred image bears ; 
The broken relic he with fpeed devours, 
As he would ail the reft of 's anceftors. 
If wrought in gold, or if expos 'd to fale, 
They *d pay the price of one luxurious meal. 
Thus certain ruin treads upon his heels. 
The ftings of hunger, foon, and want, he feels j 
And thus is he reduc*d at length, to ferve 
Pencers, for miferable fcraps, or ftarve. 

Imagine now, you fee a plenteous feaft : 
The queftion is, at whofe expence 'tis dreft. 
In great Ventidius wc the bounty prize j 
In Rutilus the vanity delpife. 
Strange ignorance ! that the fame man who knows 
How far yon mount above this mole-hill (hows. 

Should 
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Siould not perceive a difference as great, 
Between fmall incomes and a vaft eftate ! 
F;om heaven to mortals fure that rule was fent, 
Of <* Know thyfelf," and by fome god was meant 
T« be our never-erring pilot here, 
Through all the various courfes which we fteer. 
Thcrfites, though the moft prefumptuous Greekp 
Ya durft not for Achilles* armour fpeak ; 
When fcarcc Ulyflcs had a good pretence, 
Witl\ all th' advantage of his eloquence. 
Whot'er attempts weak caufes to fupport. 
Ought to be very fure he 's able for 't j 
And na miftake ftrong lungs and impudence. 
For harmony of words and force of fenfe : 
Fools only make attempts beyond their ikill ; 
A wife mfin's power 's the limit of his will. 

If Fortune has a niggard been to thee. 
Devote thylelf to thrift, not luxury ; 
And wifely make that kind of food thy choice. 
To which neceffity confines thy prke. 
Well may they fear fome miferable end, . 
Whom gluttony and wanrat once attend ; 
Whofe large voracious throats have fwallow'd all^ 
Both land and ftock, intereft and principal : 
Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollio's fate, 
Who fold his very ring to purchafe meat ; 
And though a knight, 'mongft common flavcsnowftands, 
Begging an alms, with undiftinguifh*d hands. 
Sure fudden death to fuch fhould welcome be. 
On whom each added year heaps mifery, 
Seom, poverty, reproach, and infamy*. 

F 4 But 
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But there are fteps in villainy, which thcfe 
Obferve to tread and follow by degrees. 
Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 
Which, never meaning to reftore, they fpend ; 
But that and their fmall ftock of credit gone, 
Left Rome fliould grow too warm, from thence they rui : 
for of late years 'tis no more fcandal grown, 
"For debt and roguery to quit the town, 
Than, in the midft of fummer's fcorching heat. 
From crouds, and noife, and bufinefs to retreat. 
One only grief liich fugitives can find, 
Reflefting on the pLeafurcs left behind ; 
The plays and loofe diverfions of the place. 
But not one blulh appears for the difgrace. 
Ne'er was of modefty fo great a deartli. 
That out of countenance Virtue 's fled from earth ; 
Baffled, exposed to ridicule and fcorn. 
She 's with Aftrea gone, not to return. 

This day, my Perficus, thou (halt perccire 
Whether myfelf I keep thoiie rules I give, 
Or elfe an unfuljpefted glutton live ; 
If moderate fare and abftinence I prize 
In public, yet in private gormandize. 
Evander*s feaft reviv'd, to-day thou 'It fee j 
That poor Evander, I, and thou ihalt be 
Alcides and ^neas both to me« 
Mean time, I fend you now your bill of fare ; 
Be not furpriz'd, that 'tis all homely cheer : 
For nothing fi om the Ihambles I provide, 
Bui from my own fmall farm the cendereft kid. 

And 






JUVENAL IMITATED, n 
And fatteft of my flock, a fuckling yet, 
That ne'er had nourifliment, but from the teat ; 
No bitter willow-tops have been its food, 
Scarce grafs ; its veins have more of milk than blood. 
Next that, Ihall mountain 'fparagus be laid, 
Puird by fome plain, but cleanly, country maid. 
The largell eggs, yet warm within their neft. 
Together with the hens which laid them, drcft; | 
Cluftcrs of grapes, preferv'd for half a year, 
"Which plump and frelh as on the vines appear ; 
Apples of a ripe flavour, frcfh and fair, 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mcllow*d by winter, from their cruder juice. 
Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenator : 
When the good Curius thought it no difgracc, 
With his own hands a few fmall herbs to drefs^ ; 
And from his little garden cuU*d a feafl:, 
Which fett€r*d flaves would now difdain to taftc 5 
For fcarce a flave, but has to dinnernow, 
The well-drefs'd paps of a fat pregnant (bw. 

But heretofore 'twas thought a fumptuous treaty 
' On birth-days, feftivals, or days of ftate ; 
A (alt, tky^itch of bacon to prepare : 
If they had freih meat, 'twas delicious fare ! 
Which rarely happen*d : and 'twas highly priz'd 
If aught was left of what they facrific'd. 
To entertainments of this kind would come 
The«wortbicft and the greatcft men in Roxae j 

» Nay, 
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Nay, fcldom any at fuch treats was feen. 

But tliofe who had at leaft thrice confuls bcca ; 

Or the diftator*s office had difcharg'd, 

And now from honourable toil enlarg'd, 

Retir'd to hufband and manure their land, 

Humbling themfelves to thofe they might command. 

Then might y* have feen the good old general hafte. 

Before th' appointed hour, to fuch a feaft ; 

His fpade aloft, as 'twere in triumph held, 

Proud of the conqucft of fome flubborn field. 

'Twas then, when pious confuls bore thefway. 

And vice, difcourag'd, pale and trembling lay. 

Our Cenfors then were fubjeft to the law, 

Ev'n Power itfelf of Juftice flood in awe. 

It was not then a Roman's anxious thought. 

Where largefl tortoife-ihclls were to be bought. 

Where pearls might of the greatefl price be had. 

And fhining jewels to adorn his bed. 

That he at vafl cxpence might loll his head. 

Plain was his couch, and only rich iiis mind^ 

Contentedly he flept, as cheaply as he din'd* 

The foldier then, in Grecian arts unfkil'd. 

Returning rich with plunder from the field j 

If cups* of filver or of gold be brought. 

With jewels fet, and exqiiifitely wrought, 

To glorious trappings flraight the plate he turn'd. 

And with the glittering fpoil his horfe adom'd ; 

Or elfe a helmet for himfclf he made,' 

Where various warlike figures wer£ inlaid : 

The 
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The Roman wolf fuckling the twins was there. 

And Mars himfelf, arm*d with his fhieid and Ipear, 

Hovering above his creft, did dreadful fhow» 

As threatening death to each refiAing foe. 

No ufe of filver, but in arms, was known ; 

Splendid they were in war, and there alone. 

No fide-boards then with gilded plate were drefs*d. 

No fweating flaves with maffive diihes prefs'd 5 

Expenfive riot was not underftood. 

But earthen platters held their homely food. 

Who would not envy them that age of blifs. 

That fees with (hame the luxury of this ? 

Heave?^n unwearied then did bleflings pour, 

And pitying Jove foretold each dangerous hour ; 

Mankind were then familiar with the god, 

He fnuflPd their incenfe with a gracious nod ; 

And would have ftill been bounteous, as of old, 

Had we not left him for that idol gold. 

His golden ftatues hence the god have driven : 

For well he knows, where our devotion 's given. 

'Tis gold we wodhip, though we pray to heaven. 

Woods of our own afforded tables then. 

Though none can pleafe us now but from Japan. 

Invite my lord to dine, and let him have 

The niceft difli his appetite can crave ,• 

But let it on an oaken board be fet, 

His lordihip will grow (ick, and cannot eat : 

'Something 's amifs, he knows not what to think, 

£ither your vemfon 's rank, or ointments flink. 

Order 
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Order fome other table to be brought, 

Something, at great cxpence in India bought. 

Beneath whofe orb large yawning panthers lie, 

Carv'd on rich pedeftals of ivory : 

He finds no more of that offenfive fmcll. 

The meat recovers, and my lord grows well. 

An ivory table is a certain whet ; 

You would not think how heartily he '11 cat. 

As if new vigour to his teeth were fent, 

By fympathy from thofe o' th' elephant. 

But fuch fine feeders arc no guefts for me : 
Jliot agrees not with frugality ; 
Then, that unfafhionablc man am I, 
"With me they *d ftarve for want of ivory : 
For not one inch does my whole houfe afford. 
Not in my very tables, or chefs -board ; 
Of bone the handles of my knives are made. 
Yet no ill tafte from thence zSc^s the blade, 
Or-what I carve; nor is there ever left 
Aay unfavoury haut-gout from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wholefome meat 
You *11 find, but ferv*d up in no formal ftate ; 
No fewers nor dextrous carvers have I got. 
Such as by Ikilful Trypherus are taught : 
In whofe fam*d fchools the various forms appear 
Of fiflics, beafts, and all the fowls o' th' air; 
And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars leant 
How to dilTefl, and the nice joints difcem ; 
While all the neighbours are with noifc opprcft, 
Fxom the harih carving of his wooden feaft. 

On 
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On mc attends a raw unlkilful hd. 
On fragments fed, in homely garments clad. 
At once my carver, and my Ganymede ; 
With diligence he '11 fcrve us while we dine. 
And in plain beechen veffels fill our wine. 
No beauteous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought. 
No catamites, by fhamcful pandars taught : 
Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 
UnfkilPd in any but their mother-tongue ; 
Alike in feature both, and garb appear. 
With honed faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 
This day thou (halt my rural pages fee. 
For I have drcft them both to wait on thee. 
Of country fwains they both were born, and one 
My ploughman's is, t' other my fhepherd's fon j 
A chearful fweetnefs in his looks he has. 
And innocence unartful in his face : 
Though fometimes fadnefs will o'crcaft the joy. 
And gentle fighs break from the tender boy ; 
His abfencc from his mother oft he '11 mourn. 
And with his eyes look wifhes to return ; 
Longing to fee hi^ tender kids again. 
And feed his lambs upon the flowery plain ; 
A modcft blufh he wears, not form'd by art. 
Free from deceit his face, and full as free his heart, 
Such looks, fuch balhfulnefs, might well adorn 
The cheeks of youths that are more nobly bom 5 
But noblemen thofe humble graces fcom. 
This youth to-day (hall my fmall treat attend. 
And only he with wine fhall ferve my friend. 

With 



} 



78 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 
With wine from his own country brought and made 
From the fame vines, beneath whofe fruitful ihade 
He and his wanton kids have often play'd. 
But you, perhaps, expc6t a modifh feaft. 
With amorous fongs and wanton dapces grac*d j 
Whci? fprightly females, to the middle bare. 
Trip lightly o'er the ground, and frilk in air j 
Whofc pliant limbs in various poftures move. 
And twine and bound as in the rage of love. 
Such fights the languid nerves to aftion ftir, 
And jaded lull fprings forward with this fpur* 
Virtue would fhrink to hear this Icwdnefs told,. 
Which hufbands now do with their wives behold} 
A needful help, to make them both approve 
The dry embraces of long wedded love. 
In nuptial cinders this revivesthe fire. 
And turns their mutual loathing to defire. 
But ilie, who by her fex's charter muft 
fiav6 double pleafure paid, feels double luft ; 
Apace Ihc warms with an immoderate heat. 
Strongly her bofom heaves, and pulfes beat ; 
.With glowing checks and trembling lips Ihelies, 
With arms expanded, and with naked thighs, 
Sucking in pafiion both at cars and eyes. 
But this becomes not me nor my eftate ; 
Thefe are the vicious follies of the great. 
Let him who does on ivory tables dine, 
Whofc marble floors with drunken fpawlings fliine ; 
Let him hfcivious fongs and dances have, 
Which, or to fee, or hear, the lewdcft Have, 
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The vileft proftitutc in all the ftews, 
With bafhful indignation would ref^jft. 
But fortune, there, extenuates the crime ; 
What 's vice in me, is only mirth in him : 
The fruits which murder, cards, or dice aflpord, 
A veftal ravifli'd, or a matron whor*d, 
Arc laudable diverfions in a lord. 

But my poor entertainment is defign'd 
T' afford you plcafures of another kind : 
Yet with your tafte your hearing Ihall be fed, 
And Homer's facrcd lines and Virgil's read ; 
Either of whom does all mankind excel, 
Though which exceeds the othcrnone can tell. 
It matters not with what ill tone they 're fung, 
Verfc fo fublimely good no voice can wrong. 

Now then be all thy weighty cares away. 
Thy jealoufies and fears j and, while you may. 
To peace and foft repofe give all the day. 
From thoughts of debt, or any worldly ill. 
Be free ; be all uneafy paffion ftilL 
What though thy wife do with the morning light 
(When thou in vain haft toil'd and drudg'd all nigkt) 
Steal from thy bed and houfe, abroad to roam, 
And> having quenched her flame, come breathlefs home^ 
Fleck'd in her face, and with diforder'd hair. 
Her garments ruffled, and her bofom bare j 
With ears ftill tingling, and her eyes on fire. 
Half drown'd in fm, ftill burning in defire : 
Whilft you are forc'dto wink, and feem contAit 
Swelling with palnon, which you dare not vent; 

6 . Nay; 
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Nay, if you would be free from night -alarms. 
You muft feem fond, and doating on her charm s^ 
Take her (the laft of'twenty) to your arms. 
Let this, and every other anxious thought, 
At th' entrance of my thrcfhold be forgot j 
All thy domeftic griefs at home be left. 
The wife's adultery, with the fervants* theft ; 
And (the mod racking thought which can intrude) 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude. 
Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin. 
While Megalenfian fhows are in the Circus fcen : 
There (to the banc of horfcs) in highihte 
The Prsetor fits on a triumphal feat j 
Vainly with enfigns and with robes adom'd. 
As if with conqueft from the wars rcturn'/l. 
This day all Rome, (if I may be allowed. 
Without offence to fuch a numerous crowd. 
To fay all Rome) will in the Circus fweat; 
Echos already do their ihouts repeat : 
Methinks I hear the cry—" Away, away, 
** The green have won the honour of the day.*' 
Oh, ihould thefe fports be but one year forborn^ 
Rome would in tears her lov*d diverfion mourn j 
For that would now a caufe of forrow yield. 
Great as-the lofs of Cannx fatal field. 
Such ihows as thefe were not for us defign'd^ 
But vigo«)U8 youth to adlivc fports indin'd. 
On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe. 
While round our heads refrelhing ointment flo\ys | 

Our 
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Our aged limbs \vc *11 bafk in Phoebus* rays, 
And live this day devoted to our cafe. 
Early to-day we '11 to the bath repair, 
Nor need we now the common cenfure fear : 
On feftivals it is aIlow*d no crime 
To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 
But that continued, would a loathing give. 
Nor could you thus a week together live : 
For frequent ufe would the delight exclude : 
Pleafure *s a toil when conllantly purfucd. 
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Upon her Majefty's coming to fee the OlD Batchs- 
iOR, after having fcen the Double-Dealer. 

"DY this repeated aft of grace, we fee 

"^ Wit is again the care of Majcdy ; 

And while thus honour'd our proud (lage appears. 

We fecm to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus flourilh'd wit in our forefathers* age. 

And thus the Roman and Athenian flagc. 

Whofe wit is beft, we'll not prefumc to tell^ 
But this we know, our audience will cxccli : 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, fccn 
So fair a circle, and fo bright a Queen. 

G Long 
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Long has the Mufes* land been overcaft. 
And many rough and flormy winters paft j 
Hid frpm the world, and throfwn in fhades of night. 
Of heat deprived, and altnoft void of light : 
While Wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold. 
Has ftrugglcd ftrongiy with the killing cold : 
So does it ftill dirough oppofition grow. 
As if its root was warmer kept by fnow : 
But when fhot forth, then draws the danger near. 
On every fide the gathering wbnAs appear, 
And blafts deftroy that fruit, which frofts would fpare. 
"But now, new vigour and new life it knows. 
And warmth that from this royal prefence flows. 

O would fhe fhine with rays ijiore frequent here ! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then, like the fun, with pleafm-e Ihe might view 
The fmiling earth, cloath'd by her beams anew. 
O'er all the meads, fhould various flowers be fetn 
Mix*d with the laurel's never-fading green. 
The new creation of a gracious Queen. 
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EPILOGUE 

At ibt Opeirihg of the 

QUEEiSI'S THEATRE) IN THE HAY-MARKET, 

WITH AN ITALIAI^ pastoral. 

^TTHatever future fate our houfe may find, 

^^ At prefent we expeft yoTi fhould be kind; 
Inconftancy itfelf can claim no right, 
Before enjoyment and the wedding-night. 
You muft be fix'd a little ere you range, 
You- mvt^ be true till you ftsfvctime to chAngis,- • - 
A week, at lead ; one night is fure too foon : 
Biit we pretend not to a honey-moon. 
To novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas ! or who, is always new ? 

This day, without prefuniption, we prctenA 
With novelty entire you 're entertainM j 
For not alone our houfe and fcenes are new, 
Our fong and dance, but cv'n our a6\ors too. 
Our play itfelf has fomethirig in't uncommon. 
Two faithful lovers, and one coriftant woman. 
In j(\veet Italian ftrains our niepiierd"s fing, ' S 

Of harmlefs loves our pamtcd forefts ringi V 

In notes, periiaps, lels^foreTgn than the thii\g', J 

To found and (how at firft we make pretence, "1 
In time we may regale you with fome fenfe, > 

But that, at prefent, were too great expchce, J 

G a Wc 
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We only fear the beaux may think it hard, 
To be to-night from fmutty jells debarred : 
But, in good -breeding, fure they '11 once excufe 
Ev'n modefty, when in a ftranger-mufe. 
The day 's at hand when we Ihall fhift the fcene^ 
And to yourfclves (hew your dear felves again t 
Paint the reverfe of what you *ve feen to-day. 
And in bold ftrokes the vicious town difplay. 

P R O L O G U 

.^ T O 

PYRRHUS KING OF EPIRUS. 
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OUR age has much improved the ^^arrio^'s art j 
For fighting, now, is thought the weakeft part j 
And a good hc^ad, more uleful than a heart. 
This way pf war docs our example yield ; 
That ftage will win, which longelt keeps the field. 
We mean not battle, when we bid defiance ; 
But ftarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamp'd are by each other vicw'd ; 
And thofe which firft are hungry, are fubdued. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifion r 
They conquer,* who cut off the foes* provifion. 
Let fools "Kvith knocks and bruifes keep a pother^ 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other ; 
But, hoW:'wiIl not the politicians tell us. 
That both oux conduft and our forefight fail us ;. 

T« 
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To raife recruits, and draw new forces down ; 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town, 
To mufter up our rhymes, withowt our reafon. 
And ibragc for an audience out of feafon ? 
Our author's fears muft this falfe ftep excufe | 
'Tis the firft flight of a juft-feather'd Mufe : 
Th' occafion ta*en, when critics are away ; 
Half wits and beaux, thofc ravenous birds of prey. 
But, heaven be prais'd, far hence they vent their wrath, 
Mauling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our author his fiiil flight commence ; 
Thus, againft friends at firft, with foils we fence : 
Thus prudent Gimcrack try'd if he wer<e able 
(Ere he'd wet foot) to fwim upon a table. 
Then fpare the youth ; or, if you'll damn the play, 
Let him but firft have liis, then take your day, 

EPILOGUE. 

T O 

OROONOKO. 

yj" O U fee we try all fhapes, and fhifts and arts, 
•*• To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts. 
We weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together. 
Like rain and funfhine mix'd, in April weather. 
Your different taftes divide our poet's cares :' 
One foot the fock, t' other the bulkin wears : 
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Thus whik he ftrives to pk»fe, he*s forc'd to do 'ty 
Like Volfcius, hip-hop, in a fingle boot. 
Criticks, he knows, fof this n»y damn hi* book^ : 
But he makes feafts for fi^icnds, and not for cook9. 
Though errant-knights of 1^ no favour find. 
Sure you will be to ladies-errant kind. 
To follow fame, knights-errant maJke pcofeifioa : 
We d^mfels fly, to fave our repwution : 
Sq they, their valour fliovr j ^we,. pur difcretioiu 
To lands of monfters and fierpc beads they gp : 
We to thpfe iflands where rich hulbands gfow : 
Though they 're no monfters, we may make them i 
If they 're of Engliih growth, they '11 bear 't with 

patience : 
But lave u^ from a fpoufe of Oroonoko's nations ! 
Then bl^fs your ftars, you happy London wives. 
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindnefs, 
JVho thought her hufband kill'd her out of kindnefsi 
Death with a hufband ne'er had (hewn fuch charms. 
Had (he once died within a lover's arms. 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding : 
Poor foul ! (he wanted fome of our town-breeding ! 
Forgive this Indian's fondnefs of her fpoufe j 
Their law no chriftian liberty allows : 
Alas ! they make a confcience of their vows ! 
If virtue in a heathen be a fault ; 
Then damn tjie heathen fchool where (he was taught. 
She might h^ye learn'd to cv9kold, jilt, and (bam, 
H^ Cpveot-Gardcn been ia Si^inam. 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. 

A COMEDY, WRITTEN BY MR. J. DRYDEN, JUN. 

nn HIS year has been remarkable two ways, 
•*• For blooming poets, and for blafted plays r 
We *ve been by much appearing plenty mockM, 
At once both tantalizM and over-ftock'd. 
Our authors too, by their fliccefs of late, 
Begin to think third-days are out of date. 
What can the caufe be, that our plays \von*t keep 
Ufilcfs they have a rot Ibmc years like Iheep ? 
For our parts, we confefs, we 're quite afham'd^ 
To read fuch weekly bills of poets damn'd. 
Each parilh knows 'tis but a mournful cafe 
When chriftenings fall, and funerals increafc* 
Thus 'tis, and thus 'twill be when we are derfd^ 
Thcr6 will be writers which will ne'er be read. 
Why will you be fuch wits, and wiite fuch things ? 
You 're willing /o be wafps, but want the ftings. 
Let not your fpleen provoke you to that height, 
'Odslife you don't know what you do, firs, when yon 

write. 
You '11 find thatPegafus has tricks, when try'd, 
Though you make nothing on *t, but up and ride j 
lMic» aad all^ I'faith, now get allride. 
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Contriving charafters, and fcenes, and plots, 
Is grown as common now, as knitting knots : 
With the fame eafe, and negligence of thought. 
The charming play is writ, and fringe is wrought. 
Though this be frightful, yet we *re more afraid. 
When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade : 
Thus far 'tis well enough, if here 'twould ftop, 
But Ihould they write, we muft e'en Ihut up fkop. 
How fhall we make this mode of writing fink ? 
A mode, iaid I ? 'tis a difeafe, I think, 
A ftubbom tetter that *s not cur'd with ink. 
Por ilill it iJ3reads, 'till each th* infection takes, 
And feizes ten, for one that it forfakes. 
Our play to-day is fprung from none of thefe ; 
Kor ihould you damn it, though it does not pleafe. 
Since horn without the bounds of your four feas. 
For if you grant no favour as 'tis new. 
Yet as a ilranger, there is fomething due : 
From Rome (to try its fate) this play was fent ; 
Start not at Rome ! for there 's no popery meant ; 
Though there the poet may his dwelling chufe. 
Yet ilill he knows his country claims his Mufe. 
Hither an oflfering lus firft-bom he fends, 
Whofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may beihowHj 
As due to greater merit than his own. 
And begs the (ire may for the fon atone. 
There's his laft refuge, if the play don't take, 
Ytt ipare young Dryden for his father's iake. 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

A VERY GOOD WIFE, 

A COMEDY, BY POWELL. 

SPOKEN BY MR. HAINES. 

TTERE's a young fellow here— an a£lor— Powell— 
•*• -*• One whofe pcrfon, perhaps, you all may know well ; 
And he has writ a play---this very play 
Which you arc all come here to fee, to-day 5 
And fo, it being an ufual thing, to fpeak 
Something or other, for the author*s fake, 
Before the play (in hopes to make it take) 
I *m come, being his friend and fellow-player, 
To fay what (if you pleafe) you 're like to hear. 
Firft know, that favour which I'd fain have ihown, 
I a(k not for, in his name, but my mvn ; 
For, without vanity, I *m better known. 
Mean time then, let me beg you would forbear 
Your cat-calls, and the inftruments of war. 
For mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall. 
Before your roaring gods deftroy us all I 
I '11 fpeak vnth words fweet as diftilling honey. 
With words— "AS if J. meant to Jwrrow money ; 

Fairj 
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Fair, gentle firs, mod foft alluring beaux, 
/ Tlvink 'ti§ a lady, that for pity fues. . 
Bright ladies---but to gain the ladies grace, 
I think I need no more than fhew my face, 
Next then, you authors, be not you fevere ; 
Why, what a fwarm of fcribblers have we here ? 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, feven, eight, nine, ten. 
All in one row, and brothers of the pen. 
All would be poets ; well, your favour's due 
To this day's author, for he *s one of you. 
Among the few which are of noted fame, 
I 'm fafe ; for I myfelf am one of them. 
You 've feen me fmoak at Will's among the wits ; 
I*m witty too, as they are— that 's by fits, 
Kow, you, our city friends, who hither come 
By three o'clock, to make fure elbow-room : 
While fpoufe, tuckt-up, docs in her pattens trudge i 
With handkerchief of prog, like trull wi^h budgci 
And here, by turns, you cat plumb-cake and judge i 
Pray be you kind, let me your grace importune. 
Or elfe— egad, I '11 tell you all your fortune. 
Well now, I have but one thing more to fay, 
Arid that 's in reference to our third day; 
An odd requeft— may be you 'U think it fo j 
Pray come, whether you like the play or no : 
And if you '11 flay, we fhall be. glad to fee you. 
If not— leave your half-crowns, and peace be wi' you ? 

PRO- 
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P R O LOG U B 

To the Court on the 
QUEEN'S BIRTH-DAY, 1704. 

TH E happy Mufe, to this high fcene preferr^ - 
Hereafter (hall in loftier ftrains be heard : 
And, foaring to tranfcend her ufwal theme, 
Shall fing of virtue and heroic fame. 
No longer fliall Ihe toil upon the ftage. 
And fruitlcfs war with vice and folly wage ; 
No more in mean difguife (he (hall appear, 
And ihapes fhe would reform be forc'd to wear : 
While ignorance and malice join to blame, 
And break the mirror that reflefts their fhamc. 
Henceforth' he fhall purfue a nobler talk, 
Shew her bright virgin face, and fcorn the Satyr's mafk» 
Happy her future days ! which are defign'd 
Alone to paint the beauties of the mind. 
By juft originals to draw with care. 
And copy from the court a faultlefs fair : 
Such labours with fuccefs her hopes may crown. 
And (hame to manners an incorrigible town. 

While this defign her eager thoughts purfues. 
Such various virtues all around fhe views. 
She knows not where to fix, or which to chufe. 
Yet, ftill ambitious of the daring flight, 
OlJE only awes her with fuperior light. 

From 
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From that attempt the confcious Mufc retires, 
Nor to iiximitable worth afpires ; 
Bat fecretty applauds, and filently admires^ 

Hence fhe rcflefts upon the genial ray 
That firft enliven'd this aufpicious day : 
On that bright Itar, to whofe indulgent power 
We owe the blefRngs of the prefcnt hour. 
Concurring omens of propitious fate 
Bore, with one facred birth, an equal date j 
"Whence we derive whatever we poflefs. 
By foreign conqueft, or domeftic peace. 

Then, Britain, then thy dawn of blifs begun : 
Then broke the mom that lighted-up this fun ! 
Then was it doomed whofe councils ihould fuccecd 
And by whofe arm the chriftian world be freed j 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield. 
And then the battle won at Blenheim's glorious ficl 
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-THE 

T E A R S 

OF 

AMARYLLIS F O R A M Y N T A JS. 

A PASTORAL, 

Laknehting the Death of the 

LATE LORD MARQUIS OF BLANDFORD. 

Infcribed to the Right Hon. the Lord Godolphin, , 
tofd* High-Trcafurer of England. 

" Quails popule^ mobrens Philomela fub umbri 
" AmifTos queritur foetus — 

(( ; — - mifcrabile Carmen 

** Integrat, & mceflis late loca queftibus implet.'* 

ViRG. Gcor. 4* 

'HP WAS at the time, when new-returning light 
-*• With welcome rays begins to chear the fight j 
When grateful birds prepare their thanks ta pay^ 
And warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 
When woolly flocks their bleating cries renew. 
And from their fleecy fides firft fhake the filver dew. 

'Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly fair. 
Wounded with grief, and wild >Yith her defpair, 

Forfook 
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Forfook her myrtle bower an\d rofy bed. 

To tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas dead* 

Who had a heart fo hard, that heard her cries 

And did not wet|) ? who ftich reientRfs eyes ? 

Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 

And dumb diftrefs and new compalfion fhow ; 

As taught by her to tafte of human woe. 

Miure herfdf attentive fiience k^t, 

And motion feem'd fu^sended while ihe wept j 

The rifmg fun reftrain'd his fiery courfe, 

And TStpid river* ii^/d . ^ thek fouric^ j - 

Ev'n Echo fear*d to catch the flying found, 

Leti repetitfoA ffibiildtiifer atccnts drown j * 

The very morning-wind with-held his breeze, 

Nor'fann'd \vir1i fragrant wings the noifelefs trees j 

As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

Atid in the grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 

No noife, no whifpcring (igh, no murmuring groan> 

Prefum^d to mingle with a mother's moan j 

Her cries alone her anguilh could exprefs, 

All other mourning would have made it l^fs* 

" Hear me," flie cried, " ye nymphs and fylvan gods, 
<< Inhabitants of thtfe onoc-lov'd abodes ; 
•* Hear my diftrefs, and lend a pitying «ar, 
** Hear my complaint*.- -you would not hear my prayer j 
** The lofs which yoti prevented not, deplore, 
** And motira with me Amyntas now no more. 

**■ Have I not caufe, ye cnid powers, to moum > 
<^ Lives there like me aa^thcr wretch forlorn j 
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" ,TeIl me, thou fwi that round the world doft ihine, 
" Haft thou beheld another lofs like mine ? 
" Yc winds, who on your wings fad accents bear, 
** And catch the foxmds of forrow and defpair, 
" Tell me if e*er your tender pinions bore 
" Such weight of woe, fuch deadly fighs, before ? 
" Tell me, thou earth, on whofi; wide-fpreading bafii 
" The wretched load is laid of human race, 
** Doft thou not feel thyfelf with me oppreft ? 
" Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft ? 
" When hoary winter on thy ftirinking head 
" His icy, cold, deprefling hand has laid, 
** Haft thou not felt lefs chill nefs in thy veins ? 
** Do I not pierce thee witli more freezing pains ? 
** But why to thee do 1 relate my woe, 
** Thou cruel earth, my moft remorfelefs foe, 
•* Within whofe darkfome womb the grave is made, 
** Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 
** What is 't to me, though on thy naked head 
** Eternal winter ftiould his horror ihed, 
** Though all thy nerves are numb'd with endlefs froft, 
*' And all thy hopes of future ipring were loft ? 
** To me what comfort can the fpring aftbrd ? 
" Can my Amyntas be with fpring reftor'd ? 
** Can all the rains that fall from weeping ikies, 
** Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas |lies ? 
" No, never ! never !— Say then^ rigid earth, 
* What is to me thy everlafting dearth ? 
** Though never flower again its head (hould rear, 
** Though never tree again Ihould bloflbm bear, 

** Though 
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*' Though never grafs fhould cloath the naked ground^ 

** Nor ever healing plant orwholfome herb be found. 

** None, none were found when I bewail 'd their want ; 

" Nor wholfome herb was found, nor healing plant, 

<* To cafe Amyntas of his cruel pains, 

*' In vain I fearch'd the valleys, hills and plains j 

** But withered leaves alone appeared to view, 

** Or poifonous weeds diftilling deadly dew. 

** And if fome naked ftalk, not quite decay*d, 

** To yield a frefh and friendly bud effay'd, 

** Soon as I reached to crop the tender ihoot, 

** A Ihrieking mandrake kill'd it at the root. 

•* Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every wood, 

** Who at the prodigy aftonifh'd ftood. 

** Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 

** What fhowers of unavailing tears ye flied ; 

" How each ran fearful to his molTy cave, 

*< When the laft gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 

" For then the air was fili'd with dreadful cries, 

" And fuddcn night o'erfpread the darkened fkies ; 

** Phantoms, and fiends, and wandering fires appeared, 

*' And fcreams of ill-prcfaging birds were heard. 

** The foreft fliook, and flinty rocks were cleft, 

** And frighted ftreams their wonted channels left } 

** With frantic grief o'erflowing fruitful ground, 

** Where many a herd and harmlefs fwain was drowned; 

'* While I forlorn and defolate was left, 

** Of every help, of every hope bereft j 

** To every element expos'd I lay, 

** And to my griefs a more dcfencelcfs prey. 

"For 
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** For thee, Amyntas, all thefe pains were borne, 
** For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs were torn; 
** For thee my foul to figh fliall never leave, 
** Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to heave, 
<* To mourn thy fall, I *11 fly the hated light;, . 
** And hide my head in ihades of endlefs night : . 
•* For thou wert light, and life, and health to me ; 
** The fun but thanklefs Ihines that (hews not thee. 
** Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young ? 
** The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue } 
'* Did ever branch fo fweet a bloflbm bear ? 
" Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 
** Did ever youth fo far his years tranfcend ? 
** Did ever life fo immaturely end ? 
** Fof thee the tuneful fwains provided lays, 
«* And every Mufe prcparM thy future praife. 
** For thee the bufy nymph ftripp'd every grovc^ 
** And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove'. 
** But now, ah difmal change ! the tuneful throng 
** To loud lamentings turn the chcarful fong. 
** Their picafing talk the weeping virgins leave, 
<* And with unfinifh'd garlands flrcw thy grave. 
** There let me fall, there, there lamenting Jie, 
** There grieving grow to earth, defpair, and die." 

This faid, her loud complaint of force Ihe ceas'dj 
Excefs of grief her faultering fpeech fupprefs'd. 
Along the ground her colder limbs Ihe laid, 
y^here late the grave was for Amyntas made | 
Then from her fwimming eyes began to pour 
Of foftly-falling rain a filver fhowerj 

H 'Her 
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Her loofely- flowing hair, all radiant bright, 
« O'cr-fpread the dewy grafs like ftreams of light : 
As if the fun had of his beams been fhorn^ 
And caft to earth the glories he had worn. 
A fight fo lovely fad, fuch deep diftrefs. 
No tongue can tell, no pencil can exprefs. 

And now the winds, which had fo long been ftill. 
Began the fwelling air with fighs to fill : 
The water-nymphs, who motionlefs remain*d. 
Like images of ice, while ihe complained. 
Now loos'd their ftreams ; as when defcending rains 
Roll the fteep torrents headlong o'er the plains. 
The prone treation, who fo long had gaz'd, 
Charm*d with her cries, and at her griefs amaz*d. 
Began to ro^ and howl with horiid yell, 
Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 
Nothing but groanrs and fighs were heard around. 
And Echo multiplied each mournful found. 

When all at once an univerfal paufe 
Of grief was made, as from fome fccret caufeu 
The balmy air with fragrant fcents was fiU'd, 
As if each weeping tree had gums diflill'd. 
Such, if notfweeter, was the rich perfume 
Which fwift afcended from Alnyntas' tomb : 
Asji th' Arabian bird her neft had fir*d. 
And on (the fpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late was naked feen. 
Was fudden fpread with livcly-fpringing green i 
And Amamllis faw, with wondering eyes, 
A flowery bed^ wiiere ihe bad weptj ariie j 

Tliick 
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Thick as the pearly drops the ^ir had ihed. 
The blowing buds advanc'd their purple head ; 
From every tear that fell, a violet grew, 
And thence their fvveetnefs came, and thence their 
mournful hue. 
Remember this^ ye nymphs and gentle maids^ 
When folitude ye feek in gloomy fhades ; 
Or walk on banks where filent waters flow. 
For there this lonely flower will love to grow. 
Think on Amyntas, oft as ye (hall ftoop 
To crop the ftalks and take them foftly up. 
When in your fnovvy necks their (weets you wear, 
Give a foft figh, and drop a tender tear : 
To lov'd Amyntas pay the tribute due, 
And blcfs his peaceful grave, where firft they grew, 

TO CYNTHIA, 
WEEPING, AND NOT SPEAKING, 



"tTTH Y are thofe hours, which Heaven in pity lent 

' ^ To longing love, in fruitlefs fbrrow fpent ? 
Why fighs my fair ? why does that bofom move 
With any paflion ftirr'd, but rifing love ? 
Can Difcontent find place within that brcall, 
Cn whofe foft pillows cv*n Defpair might reft ? 

H ft Divide 
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Divide thy woes, and give me my fad part. 

I am no Granger to an aching heart ; 

Too well I know the force of inward grief. 

And well can bear it to give you relief: 

All Love's fevereft pangs I can endure : 

1 can bear pain, though hopelefs of a cure. 

I know what 'tis to weep, and figh, and pray. 

To wake all night, yet dread the bi caking day ; 

1 know what 'tis to wifli, and hope, and all in vaiQ^ 

And meet, for humble Love, unkind Difdain j 

Anger and Hate I have been forc'd to bear. 

Nay, Jealoufy— and I have fek Dcfpair. 

Thefe pains for you I have been forc'd to prove. 

For cruel you, when I began to love. 

Till warm Compaffion took at length my part. 

And melted to my wifh your yielding heart. 

O the dear hour, in which you did refign I 

When round my neck your willing arms did twine. 

And, in a kifs, you faid your heart was mine. 

Through each returning year may that hour be 

Diflinguifh'd in the rounds of all eternity j 

Gay be the fun that hour in all his light, 

Let him colleft the day to be more bright. 

Shine all that hour, and let the reft be night. 

And (hall I all this heaven of blifs receive 

From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve I 

Shall I, who nouriih'd in my bread defire. 

When your cold fcorn and frowns forbid the fire ; 

Kpw when a mutual flame you have reveal'd, 

And the dear union of our fouls is feal'd^ 

When 
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When all my joys complete in you I find. 
Shall I not Ihare the forrows of your mind ? 
tell me, tell me all— whence does arife 
This flood of tears ? whence are thefe frequent fighs I • 
Why does that lovely head, like a fair flower 
Opprefs'd with drops of a hard-falling; ihower. 
Bend with its weight of grief, and feem to ^row 
Downward to earth, and kifs tlie root of woe ? 
Lean on my breaft, and let me fold thee faft, ^ ^ 

Lock'd in thefe arms, think all thy forrows paft ; 
Or wtat remain think lighter made by mc; 
So I (hould think, were I fo held by thee. 
Murmur thy plaints, and gently woynd my carii * 

Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears j 
Join to my cheek thy cold and dewy face, ' 

And let pale grief to glowing love give place. 

fpeak— - for woe in filence moft appears j - 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Is there a caufe, which words can not exprcfs ! 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it Icfs ? 

1 know not what to think— am I in fault ? 

I have not, to my knowledge, err'd in thought, 
Nor wander'd from my love j nor would I be 
Lord of the world, to live depriv'd of thee. 
You weep afrefh, and at that word you ftart ! 
Am I to be depriv'd then ?— muft we part ? 
Curfe on that word fo ready to be fpoke. 
For through my lips, unmeant by me, it broke. 
Oh no, we muft not, will not, can not part, 
And my tongue talks, unprompted by my heart. 

H3 Yet 
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Yet fpeak, for my di(lra£^ion grows s^ace, 
And racking fears and reftlefs doubts increafe j 
And fears and doubts to jealoufy will turn, 
The hoitefthelly in which a heart can burn. 



A M O R E T* 

I- 
|7 AIR Amoret is gone aftray ; 
■*• Purfue and feek her, every lover j 
I '11 tell the figns, by which you may 

The wandering fhepherdefs difcover, 
H. 
Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both fludy'd, though both feem neglefted ; 
Carelefs fhe is widi artful care, 

Afie£ling to feem una£6::£lcd» 

III. 
With (kill her eyes dart every glance, 

Yet change fo foon you *d ne'er fufpefl them ; 
For fhe '4 perfuade they wound by chance. 

Though certain aim and art direft themw 
IV. 
She likes herfelf, yet others hates 

For that which in herfelf fhe prizes ; 
And, while fhe laughs at them, forgets 

She is the thing that fhe defpifes. 



LES- 



[ *>3 ] 

L £ S B I A. 

WHEN Lefbia firft I faw fo heavenly fair. 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpire. 
As bold as his who fnatch*d CGeleflial fire. 
But foon as e'er the beauteous idiot fpoke. 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke. 
Like balm the- trickling nonfenfe heal'd my wound. 
And what her eyes enthralled her tongue unbound* 

DORIS. 

DORIS, a nymph of riper age, 
Has every grace: and art^ 
A wife obferver to engage^ 

Or wound a heedlefs heart. 
Of native blufti, and rofy dye. 
Time has her che^ bereft ; 
Which makes the prudent nymph fupply 
With paint th' injurious theft. 

Her iparkling eyes fhe ftill retains. 

And teeth in goo^ repair ; 
And her well-fumifh'd front difdains 

To grace with borrow'd hair. 
Of fize, (he is nor fhort, nor tall,. 

And does to fat incline 
JHo more, than what the French would call 

J^mahU Emlon^oinU 

H 4 Farthti^ 



t04 CONGREVt^'S POEMS. 
Farther, her perfon to difclofe 

I leave— let it fuffice. 
She has few faults, but what fhe know$. 

And can with ikill difguife. 
She many lovers has refus'd, 

With many more comply 'd ; 
Which, like her cloathsj when little us'd. 

She always lays afide. 

She *s one, who looks with great contempt 

On each aflfefbed creatiu'e, 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt 

From appetites of nature. 

She thinks they want or health or fenie. 

Who want an inclination ; 
And therefore never takes o£fence 

At him who pleads his paffion. 
Whom fhe refufes, (be treats ftill 

With fo much fweet behaviour. 
That her refufal, through her iklll. 

Looks almoft like a favour. 

Since fhe this foftnefs can exprefs 

To thofe whom flie rejefts, ■ 
She muft be very fond, you '11 gucfs. 

Of fuch whom fhe afie£^s : 
But here our Doris far outgoes. 

All that her fex have done ; 
She no regard for cuflom knows. 

Which reafon bids her ihun* 
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By reafon her own reafon *s meanty 

Or, if you ple|fe, her wrll : 
For, when this laft is difcontenr. 

The firft is ferv'd but ill. 
Peculiar therefore is her way j 

Whether by Nature taught, 
I fhall not undertake to fay, 

Or by Experience bought. 
But who o'er night obtain'd her grace. 

She can next 'day difown, 
And ftare upon the ftrange man's face, 

As one fhe ne*cr had known. 
So well fhe can the truth difguife. 

Such artful wonder frame. 
The lover or diftrufls his eyes, 

Or thinks 'twas all a dream. 
Some ccnfurc this as lewd and low. 

Who are to bounty blind ; 
For to forget what we beftow 

Befpeaks a noble mind. 
Doris our thanks nor alks, nor needs : 

For all her favours done 
From her love flows, as light proceeds 

Spontaneous from the fun. 

On one or other ftill her fires 

Difplay their genial force ; 
And flie^ like SoU alone retires. 

To ihine elfewhere pf courfe, 

3 TO 
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TO S L E B p. 
ELEGY. 

O Sleep ? thou flatterer of happy minds. 
How foon a troubled breaft thy falfchood finds f 
Thou Common friend^ officious in thy aid, 
Where no diftrcfs is. ihown, nor wani betray'd t 
But oh, how fwift, how furc thou art to ihua 
The wretth, by fortune or by love undone ! 
Where are thy gentle dews, thy fofter powers. 
Which us'd to wait upon my midnight hours ? 
Why doft thou c«a(e thy hovering wings to fpread^ 
With friendly fhade around my reillefs bed ? 
' Can no complainings thy compailion move } 
, Is thy antipathy fo ftrong to love ! 
O no ! thou art the profperous lover's friend,^ 
And doft uncall'd his pleafing toils attend. 
With equal kindnefs, and with rival charms,. 
Thy (lumbers lull him in his fair-one*s arms ; 
Or from her bofom he to thine retires, 
Where footh'd with eafe the panting youth refpircs^ 
Till foft repofe refforc his drooping (cnfe^ 
And Rapture is relieved by Indolence. 
But oh, what fortune does the lover bear. 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Defpair X 
From racking thoughts by^ no kind (lumber freedy 
But painful nights his joykf& days fucceed. 

But 
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But why, dull god, do I of thee complain ? 
Thou didft not caufe, nor canft thou eafe my paiir* 
Forgive what my diftra6ling grief has faid j 
I own, unjuftly I thy iloth upbraid. 
For oft I have thy profFer'd aid repelled, 
And my relu6bnt eyes from reft with-held ; 
Implor'd the Mule to break thy gentle chains,. 
And fung with Philomel my nightly ftrains^ 
With her I fmg, but ceafe not with her fong,. 
For more enduring woes my days prolong. 
The morning lark to mine accords his note. 
And tunes to my diftrefs his warbling throat r 
Each letting and each rifing lun I mourn,. 
Wailing alike his abfence and return. ^ 
And all for thee— what had I well-nigh faid ? 
Let me not name thee, thou too-charming maid.l' 
No— as the wing*d mulicians of the grove, 
Th* aflbciates of my melody and love. 
In moving found alone relate their pain> 
And not with voice articulate complain; 
So Ihall my Mufe. my tuneful fbiTows fmg, 
And lofe in air her name from whom they fpring,. 
O may no wakeful thoughts her mind molcft, 
Soft be her (lumbers, and finccre her reft : 
For her, O Sleep, thy balmy fweets prepare; 
The peace I lofe. for her, to her transfer. 
Huih'd as the falling dews, whofe noifelefs fliowcrs- 
Imperle the folded leaves of evening flowers, 
Steal on her brow :. and as thofe dews attend. 
Till warn'd by waking day to re-afcend, 

« So 
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So wait thou for her mom ; then, gently rife, 
And to the world rellore the day-break of her eyes* 

TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
OCCASIONED BY L— Y 's PICTURE. 

T Yield, O Kneller, to fuperior ikill, 
*■• Thy pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's quill : 
If yet my vanquilh'd Mufe exert her lays. 
It is no more to rival thee, but praife. 

Oft have I try'd, with unavailing care, 
To trace fome image of the much-lov*d ftir ; 
But ftill my nutibers ineffedlual prov'd. 
And rather fhew*d how much, than whom, I lov*d-: 
But thy \inerring hands, with matchlefs art, 
Have fhewn my eyes th' impreffion in my heart ; 
The bright idea both exifts and lives. 
Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives : 
Whofe daring point, not to the face confined. 
Can penetrate the heart and paint the mind. 
Others fome faint rcfemblance may exprefs. 
Which, as 'tis drawn by chance, we find by guefs. 
Thy piftures raife no doubts ; when brought to view. 
At once they *re known, and feem to know us too. 
Tranfcendent artift ! how compleat thy Ikill ! 
Thy power to a£t is equal to thy will. 
Nature and art in thee alike contend, 
Kot to oppofe each other, but befriend : 
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For what thy fancy has with fire defign'd> 
Is by thy Ikill both tempered and rcfin'd. . 
As in thy pifhires light confents with fhade» 
And each to other is fubfervient made ; 
Judgement and genius fo concur in thee^ 
And both unite in perfedl harmony. 

But after-days, my friend, muft do thee rights 
And fet thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 
Fame due to vaft defert is kept in (lore, 
Unpay'd, till the deferver is no more. 
Yet thou, .in prefent, the beft part haft gain'd^ 
And from the chofen few applaufe obtained : 
Ev'n he who beft could judge, and beft could praifcj 
Has high extoird thee in his deathlefs lays { 
Ev'n Dr)'den has immortalized thy nam * 
Let that alone fuffice thee, think that fame. 
Unfit I follow where he led the way, 
And court applaufe by what I feem to pay. 
Myfelf I praife, while I thy praife intend. 
For 'tis fome virtue, virtue to commend ; 
And next to deeds which our own honour raifc. 
Is to diftinguifli them who merit praife. 

TO A CANDLE. 

E L E G Y. 

THOU watchful taper, by whofe filent light 
I lonely pafs the melancholy night ; 
Thou faithful witnefs of my fecret pain, 
To whom alone I venture to complain ; 

Q learn 
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O learn with mc, my hopelefs love to moan j 
Commifcrate a life fo like thy own. 
Like thine, my flames to my deftru£Hon turn. 
Wafting that heart by which fupply'd they burn. 
Like thine, my joy and fuffering they difpiay ; 
At once are figns of life, and fymptoms of decay. 
And as tliy fearful flames the day decline. 
And only during night prefume to flune j 
Their humble rays not daring to afpire 
Before the fun, the fountain of their fire : 
So mine, with confcious fliame, and equal awe. 
To ihades obfcure and folitude withdraw j 
Hot ^sre their light before her eyes difclofe, 
Prom whofe bright beams their being firft arofe. 
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OVID'S THIRD B O O i; 

O T THE 

ART OF LOVE*. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 

WHEREIN 

He recommends the Rules and Indru^lions to the 
Fair Sex, in the Condudt of their Amours: 
After having already compofed Two Books for 
the Ufe of Men upon the fame Subje^ 

" 1 ^HE men are arm'd, and for the fight prepare^ 
■■■ And now we mi^ft in(lru£l and arm the fair* 
Both fexes, \9c[\ appointed, take the field. 
And mighty Love determine which (hall yield- 
Man were ignoble, when thu€ arm'd, to fliow 
lUnequal force agaiinll a naked foe : 
Tjlo glory from fuch conqueft can be gain'd« 
And odds are always by the brave difdain'd. 

But fome exclaim, " What frenzy rules your mind? 
•« Would you increafc the craft of woman-kind I 
'** Teach tfiem new wiles and arts ! As well ^ou may 
^ Inftru£t a fnake to bite, or wolf to prey." 
But, fure, too hard a cenfure they purfue, 
Wbo cha):ge en ^ the failings of a few, 

XtKMOdUm 
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Examine firft impartially each fair, 

Then, as Ihe merits, or condemn, or fpare. 

If Menelaus, and the king of men. 

With juftice of their fifter-vvives complain ; 

If falfe Eriphyle forfook her faith, 

And for reward procured her hufband's. death s 

Penelope was loyal ftill, and challef, 

Though twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd. 

^efleft how Laqdama's truth was try*d, 

Who, though in bloom of youth, and beauty's pridi 

TcJ Ihare herhulband's fate, untimely dy'd. 

Think how Alcefte's piety was prov'd. 

Who loft her life to fave the man Ihe lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, Avadne cry'd ; 

Kor Death itfelf our nuptials fhall divide : 

To join thy aflics, pleas 'd I Ihall expire ; 

She faid, and leap'd amid the funeral fire. 

Virtue herfelf a goddefs we confefs, 

Both female in her name and in her drefs ; 

No v.onder then, if to her fex inclined, 

She cultivates with care a female mind. 

But thcfe exalttd fouls exceed the reach 

Of that foft ait Which I pretend to teach. 

My tender bark requires a gentle gale, 

A little wind will fill a little fail. 

Of fportive Loves I fing, and Ihew what ways 

The willing nymph muft ufe her blifs to raife. 

And how to captivate the man flie'd pleafe. 

Woman is foft, and of a tender heart. 

Apt to receive, and to retain, love's dart r 

Max 
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Man has a breaft robuft, and more fecure, 

It wounds him not fo deep, nor hits fo fure. 

Men oft are falfe ; and, if you fearch with care. 

You '11 find lefs fraud imputed to the fair. 

The faithlefs Jafon from Medea fled. 

And made Creufa partner of his bed. 

Bright Ariadne, on an unknown fhore, 

Thy abfence, perjur*d Thefcus, did deplore, 

If then, the wild inhabitants of air 

Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear, 

It was not owing, Thefeus, to thy care. 

Ehquire the caufe, and let Demophoon tell, 
AVhy Phyllis by a fate untimely fell. 

Nine times, in vain, upon the promis'd day. 

She fought th* appointed ihore, and view'd the fea ; 
Her fall the fading trees confent to mourn, 
And fhcd their leaves round her lamented urn. 

The prince fo far for piety renown'd. 
To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 
To thee forlorn and languifhing with grief. 
His fword alone he left, thy laft relief. 
Yc ruin'd nymphs, fhall I the caufe impart 
Of all your woes ? *Twas want of needful art. 
Love of itfelf, too quickly will expire ; 
But powerful Art perpetuates defire. 
Women had yet their ignorance be\vaird. 
Had not this art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs ihone, 
And thus llie faid j " What haye poor women done ? 
I " Why 
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' Why is that weak, defencelefs fex exposed, 
•* On every fide, by men well arm'd, inclos'd ? 
** Twice are the men inttru6ted by the Mufe 
•* Nor muft fhe now to teach the fex refufe. 
** The Bard, who injured Helen in his fong, 
** Recanted after, and redrefs'd the wrong. 
** And you, if on my favour you depend, 
** The caufe of women, while you live, defend.**' * 
'This faid, a myrtle fprig, which berries bore 
She gave me (for a myrtle wreath flie wore). 
The gift receiv'd, my fenfe enlighten'd grew. 
And from her prefibnce inspiration drew. 
Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfinM, 
And hear my precepts, while (he prompts my mind ; 
Ev'n now, in bloom of youth, and beauty's prime. 
Beware of coming age, nor wafle your time : 
Now, while you may, and ripening years invite. 
Enjoy the feafonable, (weet delight : 
For rolling years, like fbealing waters, glide i 
Nor hope to ftop their ever-ebbing tide : 
Think, nor hereafter will the iols repay j 
For every morrow will the tafte decay, 
And leave kfs reliih than the former day. 
I 've feen the time, wdien, on that withered thorn. 
The blooming rofe vy*d widi the blufhing morn. 
With fragrant wreaths I thence have deck'd my head. 
And fee how leaflefs now, and how decayed ! 
And you, who now the love-fick youth rejeft. 
Will prove, in age, what puns attend negle£k. 
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Kone, then, will prefs upon your midnight hours, 
Nor wake, to ftrew your ftreet with rooming flowers. 
Then nightly knockings at your door will ceafe, 
Whofe noifelefs hammer, then, may ruft in peace. 

Alas, how foon a clear complexion fades ! 
How foon a wrinkled Ikin plump flefli invades ; 
And what avails it, though the fair-one fwears 
She from her infancy had fome grey hairs ? 
She grows all hoary in a few more years. 
And then the venerable truth appears. 
The fnake his jkin, the deer his horns may caft. 
And both renew their youth and vigours paft : 
But no receipt can human -kind relieve, 
DoomM to decrepit age without reprieve. 
Then crop the flower which yet invites your eye. 
And which, ungather'd, on its flalk muft die. 
Bfcfidcs, the tender fex is form'd to bear. 
And frequent births too foOn will youth impair: 
Continual harv-eft wears the fruitful field. 
And earth itfelf decays too often till'd. 
Thou didft not, Cynthia, fcorn the Latmian Avain ; 
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus difdain ; 
The Paphian queen, who, for Adonis* fate 
So deeply mourn 'd, and who laments him yet. 
Has not been found inexorable fince j 
Witnefs Harmonia, and the Dardan prince. 
Then take example, mortals, from above. 
And like immortals live, and like them love. 
Refufe not thofc delights, which men require, 
Nor let your lovers languifii with defire. 

I» Falfc 
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Falfc though they prove, what lofs can you fuftain ? 
Thence let a thoufand take, 'twill all remain. 
Though conftant ufe ev'n flint and fteel impairs. 
What you employ no diminution fears. 
Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny? 
Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
Still women lofe, you cry, if men obtain ; 
What do they lofe, that 's worthy to retain ? 
Think not this faid to proftitute the fex, 
But undeceive whom needlefs fears perplex. 
Thus far a gentle breeze fupplics our fail, 
Now launched to fea, we alk a brilker gale. 
And, firft, wetreatof drefs. The well-drefs*d vine 
Produces plumpeft grapes, and richeft wine ; 
And plenteous crops of golden grain are found. 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. 
Beauty 's the gift of gods, the fex's pride ! 
Yet to how many is that gift deny*d ? 
Art helps a face j a face, though heavenly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In ancient days if women (lighted drefs, 
Then men were ruder too, and lik*d it lcfs» 
If Heflors fpoufe was clad in ftubborn fluff, 
A foldier's wife became it well enough. 
Ajax, to (hield his ample bread, provides 
Seven lufty bulls, and tans their fturdy hides ; 
And might not he d'ye think, be well carefs*d. 
And yet his wife not elegantly drefsM ? 
With rude fimplicity Rome firft was built. 
Which now we fee adorned, and carv'd, and gilt. 

3 Thi» 
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This capitol with that of old compare ; 

Some other Jove, you'd think, was worlhip'd there. 

TTiat lofty pile, where fenates dictate law, 

WhenTatius reign*d, was poorly thatch'd withftraw •. 

And where Apollo's fane refulgent Hands, 

Was heretofore a track of pafture-lands. 

Let ancient manners other men delight ; 

But me the modern pleafe, as more polite. 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought, 

And diftant ihores for orient pearls are foug'.t ; 

Nor for, that hills cxhaull their marble veins, 

And ftru6lures rife whofe bulk the fca retrains ; 

But, that the world is civiliz'd of late. 

And polifli'd from the ruft of former date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear. 

Nor in embroidery, or brocade, appear ; 

Too rich a drefs may fometimcs check dcfire ; 

And cleanlinefs more animates love's fire. 

The hair difpos'd, may gain or lofe a grace, 

And much become, or mifbecome the face. 

What fuits your features, of your glafs enquire ; 

For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire. 

A face too long Ihould part and fiat the hair. 

Left, upward comb*d, the length too much appear : 

So Laodamia drefs'd, A face too round 

Should fhow the ears, and with a tower be crown'd. 

On either fhouldcr, one, her locks difplays ; 

Adorn'd like Phoebus, when he fings his lays : 

Another, all her trelTes ties behind ; 

So drefs'd, Diana hunts the fearful hind. 

I 3 Pi(hcTd'<f 
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Diflievel'd locks moft graceful are to fbtoe ; 

Others, the binding fillets more betome : 

Some plait, like fpiral Ihells, their braided hair. 

Others, the loofe and waving curl prefer. 

But to recount the feveral dreiics worn. 

Which artfully each feveral face adorn, 

Were endlefs, as to tell the leaves on trees, 

Thebeafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees. 

Many there are, who {eem to flight all care. 

And with a pleafmg negligence enfnare ; 

Whofe mornings oft in fuch a drefs are fpent. 

And all is art that looks like accident. 

With fuch diforder lole was grac'd. 

When great Alcides firft the nymph embraced. 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus' bed. 

When with the conqueror from Crete fhe fled. 

Nature, indulgent to the (ex, repays 
The lofl*es they fuftain, by various ways. 
Men ill fupply thofe hairs they flied in age. 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage. 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks difguife. 
And Art gives colour which with Nature vies. 
The well-wove towers they wear, their own are thought « 
But only are their own, as what they 've bought. 
Nor need they blufli to buy heads ready drefs'd, 
And chufe, at public fliops, what fuits them beft* 

Coflly apparel let the fair-one fly, 
Enrich'd with gold, or with the Tynan dye. 
What folly muft in fuch expence appear. 
When more becoming colours are Ids dear ? 

4 One, 
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One, with a dye is ting'd of lovely blue ; 

Such as, through airferene, the fky wc view. 

With ydlow luftre fee another Ipread, 

As if the golden-fleece compos'dthe thread. 

Some, of the fea-green wavethc caft difplay ; 

With this the nymphs theif beauteous forms away : 

And fome the faffron hue will well adorn j 

Such is the mantle of the blufhing mom* 

Of myrtle-berries, one, the tinfture (hows ; 

In this, of amethyfts, the purple grows. 

And, that, more imitates the paler roft. 

Nor Thracian cranes forget, whofe filvery plumes 

Give patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 

Nor almond, nor the chefnut dye difclaim ; 

Nor others, which from wax derive tJieir name. 

As fields yoti find, with various flowers o*crfprcad. 

When vineyards bud, and winter's froft is fled i 

So various arc the colours you may try, 

Of which, the thirfty wool imbibes the dye, 

Try every one : what beft becomes you, weairi 

For no complexion all alike can bear. 

If fair the Ikin, black may become it beft, 

In black the lovely farrBrifeis drefs'd : 

If brown the nymph, let her be cloath*d in whit«» 

Andromeda fo charm'd the wondering fight. 

I need Mot warn you of too-powerful fmells, 
Which, fometimes health, or kindly heat, expds. 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care 
The cafual growth of all wakaaly hair. 

I 4 Thou^ 
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Though not to nymph? of Caucafiis I fmg. 
Nor fuch who taftc remote the Myfian fpring ; 
Yfit, let me warn you, that, through no negleft^ 
You let your teeth difclofe the lead defeft. 
You know the ufc of white to make you fair. 
And how, with red, loft colour to repair j 
Imperfeft eye-brows you by art can mend, 
And ikin, when wanting, o'er a fear extend, 
l^r need the fair-one be afhamM, who tries. 
By art, to add new luttre to her eyes, 

A little book I 've made, but with great care. 
How to preferve the face, and how repair. 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'd", 
May fee, what pains to plcafe them 1 Ve employ 'd. 
But, ftill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep conceal 'd the medicines you apply : 
Though art aflifts, yetmuft that art be hid. 
Left, whom it would invite, it fhould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to fee a face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greaie ? 
And though your unguents bear th' Athenian name^ 
The wooPs unfavoury fcent is ftill the fame. 
Marrow of ftags, nor your pomatums try. 
Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by ; 
For many things, when done, afford delight. 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the fight. 
Ev'n Myro's ftatues, which for art furpafs 
All others, once were but a fliapelefs mafs ; 
Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn. 
As once the robe you wear was wool unftiorn. 

Think, 
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Think, how that (lone rough in the quarry grew. 
Which, now, a perfeft Venus fliews to view. 
While we fuppofe you fleep, repair your face, 
Lock'd from obfcrvers, in Come fecret place. 
Add the laft hand, before yourfelves you fhow j 
Your need of art, why fhould your lovers know > 
For many things, when moft conceal'd, are beftj 
And few, of drift enquiry, bear the ttft. 
Thofe figures which in theatres are fcen. 
Gilded without, arc common wood within. 
But no fpe6btors are allow'd to pry. 
Till all is finifhM, which allures the eye. 

Yet, I mull own, it oft affords delight. 
To have the fair-one comb her hair in fight ; 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her (houlder fpread. 
But let her look, that fiie with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while fhe 's fo employed; 
Let her not ftill undo, with peevifli hafle. 
All that her woman does ; who does her beft. 
I hate a vixen, that her maid affails. 
And fcratches with her bodkin, or her nails ; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muft mourn) 
And her heart curfes, what her hands adorn. 

Let her who has no hair, or has but fome, 
Plant centincls before her drefling-room : 
Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs, 
Where all the male-kind are debarr*d accefs. 

'Tis faid, that I (but *tis a tale devis'd) 
A lady at her toilet once fuipriz'd ; 

Who 
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Who ftarting, fnatchM in haftc the tower Ihe wore. 
And, in a hurry, placM the hinder part before. 
But on our foes fall every fuch difgrace. 
Or barbarous beauties of the Parthian race. 
Ungraceful ^tis to fee without a horn 
The lofty hart, whom branches beft adorn ; 
A leaflds tafle, or an unverdant mead ; 
And as ungraceful is a hairlefs head. 

But think not, thefe inftru£Hons are defign'd 
For firft-rate beauties of the finifli'd kind : 
Not to a Semcle, or Leda bright. 
Nor an Europa, thefe my rules I write ; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whofe charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and ail Greece, to arms t 
Thee to regain, ^vell was that \var begun. 
And Pari« well defended what he won ; 
What lover, or what hufband, would not fight 
In fuch a t&ufe, where both are in the right ? 

The crowd I teach, (bme homely, and £otnc fair. 
But of the fbrftier fort, the larger ihare. 
The handfome, Icalirequire the help of art, 
Rich in themfelves, and pleased with Nature's part. 
Wheft c^m the fea, at eafe the pilot lies. 
But all his &ill exerts when ftorms arifc. 

Fauks in your perfon, or your face, correft : 
And few are ieenthat liave not (bme defcft. 
The nymph too fliort, her teat fhould ieldom quit. 
Left, when ihe ftands, ihe may be thought to Gt ; 
And whtn extended ob her couch ihe lies, 
I«t length of petticoats xonoeal her file. 

The 
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The lean, of thick-wrought ftufher cloaths fliould chufe. 
And fuller tnade, than what the plumper ufe. 
If pale, let her the crimfon juice apply i 
If fwarthy, to the Pharian varnifh fly. 
A legtoo lank, tight garters ftill muft wear ; 
Nor fhouM an ill-fliap^d foot be ever bare. 
Round (boulders, bolfter'd, will appear the leaftj 
And lacing ftrait, confines too full a breaft. 
Whofe fingers are too fat, and nails too coarfe, 
■Should always fhun much gefture in difcourfe. 
And you, whofe breatii is touched, diis caUtlbh take^ 
Nor failing, nor too near another ipeak. 
Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 
Whofe teeth are black, uneven, or unfound. 
You hardly think how much on this depend^ 
And how a laugh, x)r (poils a face, or mends. 
<jape not too wide, left you difclofe your gums. 
And loie the dimple which the cheek becomes. 
Nor let your fides too ftrong contcuffions fbakc. 
Left you the fbftnefs of the fcx for^e. 
In fome, diftortions quite the face difguife ; 
Another laughs, that you would think fhe cries. 
In one, too hoarfe a voice \Ve hear betray 'd. 
Another's is as harlh as if flie bray'd. 

What cannot ait attain ! Many, with ea(e, 
Have learn 'd to weep, both when and how they plcafe. 
Others through affe£btion, lifp, and find. 
In imperfeftion, charms to catch mankind, 
Negle6l no means which may promote your ends ; 
^w learn what way of walking recommends. 

Too 
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Too mafculine a motion fhocks the fight ; 

But female grace allures with ftrange delight. 

One has an artful fwing and jut behind, 

Which helps her coats to catch the fwelling wind ; 

Swell'd with the wanton wind, they loofcly flow. 

And every ftep and graceful motion fliow. 

Another, like an Umbrian's fturdy fpoufe, 

Strides all the fpace her petticoat allows. 

Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuft; 

Nor fhcw too nice a gait, nor too robuft. 

If fnowy white your neck, you fiill fhould wear 

That, and the fhoulder of the left arm, bare. 

Such fights ne'er fail to fire my amorous heart. 

And make me pant to kifs the naked part. 
Syrens, though monfters of the ftormy main. 
Can ihips, when under fail, with fongs, detain : 
Scarce could Ulyfles by his friends be bound. 
When firft he liften'd to the charming found. 
Singing infinuates : learn, all ye maids ; 
Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perfuades, 
Whether on theatres loud ftrains we hear. 
Or in Ruelle fome foft Egyptian air. 
Well (hall fhe fing, of whom I make my choice, 
And with her lute accompany her voice. 
The rocks were ftirr'd, the beads to liften ftay*d. 
When on his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd ; 
Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that found obcy'd. 
And ftones officious were, thy walls to raife, 
O Thebes, attradled by Arophion's lav*. 
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The dolphin, dumb itfelf, thy voice admir'dy 
And was Arion, by thy fongs infpirM. 
Of fvvect Callimachus the works rehearfe, 
And read Philetas and Anacreon*s verfc. 
Xerentian plays may much the mind improver; 
But fofteft Sappho heft inftrufts to love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and Tibullus read. 
And let Varronian verfe to thefefucceed. 
Then mighty Maro*s work with care perufe ; 
Of all the Latin bards the nobleft Mufc. 
Ev*n I, 'tis pofTible, in after-days, 
May *fcape obiivion, and be nam'd with theft. 
My laboured lines fome readers may approve* 
Since I *ve inftrufted either fex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this foft art, 
Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 

Tender cpiftles too by me are fram*d, 
A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your facred will, O tuneful Nine ! 
Such thine, Apollo! and, Lyaeus, thine! 

Still unaccomplifh'd may the maid be thought. 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That a6live dancing may to love engage, 
Witnefs the well-kept dancers of the llage. 

Of fome old trifles I *m aftiam'd to tell, 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle welli 
To raflie prettily, or flur a dye, 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is 't amifs at chefs to be expert. 
For garnet moft thoughtful, fometimes, moft divert. . 

Learn 



Learn tvexy g^fnc, you 'II find it prove of uft ^ 

Parties begun at play, may |ove producfc. 

But eafier 'tis to learn how bets to lay, , 

Than how to keep your temper wjiile you play. 

Ungi]arde4 t^ien, each brea(3t is open laid, 

And while the head 's intent, the heart *s betray'd. 

Then, bafe defirc of gain, then, rage appears. 

Quarrels and brawls ariie, and anxious fears ; 

Then clamours and revilings reach the Iky, 

While lofing gaisnejlers all the gods defy. 

Then horrid oaths are utter'd every caft ; 

They grieve, and curie, and ftorm, nay, weep at laft. 

Good Jove, avert fuch ihamcful faults as thefe. 

From every nymph whofe heart 's inclin'd to pbafe. 

Soft recreations fit the female kind ; 

Nature, for men, has rougher fports c^efign'd : 

To wield the (word, pnd hurl the pointed (pear; 

To flop, or turn the (teed in full career. 

Though ms^rtial fields ill fuit your tender frames. 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber's rapid ftreams ; 
Yet wh^n Sol's burning wheels from Leo drive. 
And at the glowing Virgin's %n arrive, 
'Tis both allow'd and fit you fliould repair 
To pleafant walks, and breathe refrcihing air. 
To Pompey's gardens, or the ihady groves 
Which Caefar hqnours, and which Phoebus loves r 
Phcebus, who funk the pr^ud Egyptian fleet, 
And made Auguftus* viftory coanpleat. 
Or feek thofe ihades, where monuments of fame 
Are raised, to Libia's and O^yia's name ; 

Or 
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Or, where Agrjppa firft adpm'd the grpundy» 
When he with naval viftory was crown'd. 
To I (is* fanp, to theatres refort j 
Aud in the Circus fee the noble fport. 
In every public place, by turns, be (hown ; 
In vain you *re fair, while you remain unknown. 
Should you, in finging, Thamyras tranfcend ; 
Your voice unheard, who could your Ikill command ^ 
Had not Apelles drawn the (ea-bom Q^een, 
Her beauties ftill, beneath the waves had been. 

Poets, infpjr'd, write only for a name, 
And think their labourswell repay'd with famc^ 
In former days, I own, the Poets were 
Of gods and Kings the moll peculiar care; 
Majeftic awe was in the name allp.w^d. 
And they, with richpofleflions, wereendow'd. 
Ennius with honours w?is by Scipio grac'd, 
. And, next his own, the Poet's ftatue plac*d. 
But now their ivy crowns bear no efteem. 
And all their learning *s thought an idle dreanr. 
Still, there *s a pleafure, that proceeds from praHe : 
What could the high renown of Homer raile. 
But that he fun g his Iliad's dcathlefs lays ? 

Who could have been of Danae's charms aflur'd. 
Had fhc grown old, within her tower immur d ? 
This, as a rule, let every nymph purfue ; 
That 'tis her intereft oft to come in view. 

A hungry wolf at all the herd will run. 
In hopes, through many, to ipakc fure of one 



1 



) 



taS CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

So, let the fair the gazing crowd affail, 

That over one, at leaft, fhe may prevail. 

In every place to pi cafe, be all her thought ; 

Where, fometimes, leaft we think, the Hfli is caught. 

Sometimes, all day, we burn the tedious foil ; 

Anon, the ftag himfelf fhall feek the toil. 
,, How could Andromeda once doubt relief, 

Whofe charms are heightened and adornM by grief? 

The widow'd fair, who fees her lord expire, 

While yet fhe weeps, may kindle new defire. 

And Hymen's torch re-light with funeral fire. 
Beware of men who are too fjprucely drefs'd ; 

And look, you fly with fpeed a fop profefs'd. 

Such tools, to you, and to a thoufand more. 

Will tell the fame dull ftory o*er and o'er. 

This way and that, unfteadily they rove. 

And, never fix*d, are fugitives in love. 

Such fluttering things all women fure fhould hate. 
Light as themfelves, and more effeminate. 
Believe me ! all I fay is for your good ; 
Had Piiam been believed, Troy ftill had flood. 
Many, with bafc defigns, will pafliion feign. 
Who know no love, but fordid love of gain. 
But let no powder'd heads, nor effenc'd hair. 
Your well -believing, eafy hearts enfnare. 
Rich cloaths are oft by common fharpers worn. 
And diamond rings felonious hands adorn. 
So, may your lover bum with fierce defire 
^Your jewels to enjoy, and beil attire. 

Poar 
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Poor CIoc robb'd, runs crying through the ftrcets : 
And as fhe runs, " Give me my own,'* i;epcats. 
How often, Venus, haft thou heard fuch cries. 
And laugh'd amidft thy Appian votaries ? 
Some fo notorious are, their very name 
Muft every nymph vvhom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn'd by ills, which others have deftroy'd^ 
And faithlefs men withconftant care avoid. 
Truftnot a Thefeus, fair Athenian maid, 
Who has fo oft th* attcfting gods betray 'd. 
And thou, Demophoon, heir to Thefeus' crimes^ 
Haft loft thy credit to all future times. , 

Promife for promife equally afford, 
But once a contraft made, keep well your- word. 
For, flie for any aft of hell is fit. 
And, undifmay'd, may facrilege commit. 
With impious hands could quench the veftal fire, 
Poifon her hufband, in her arms, for hire. 
Who, firft, to take a lover*s gift complies, 
Arid then defrauds him, and his claim denies. 

But hold, my Mufe, check thy unruly horie^ 
And more in fight purfue tli' intended courfe. 

If love-c'piftles, tender lines impart, 
And billet-doux are fcnt, to found your heart. 
Let all fuch letters, by a faithful maid. 
Or confident, be fecretly convey M. 
Soon from the words you '11 judge, if read with c%rc> 
When feign'd 'a pafiTion is, and when fincere. 
Ere in return you write, fome time require j 
Delays, if not tob loijg, increafc d'efirc : 

K Nor 
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Nor let the prefling youth witli tafc obtain, 
Nor yet rcfufe him with too rude difdain. 
Now, let his hopes, now, let his fears incrcalc. 
But by degrees let fear to hope give place. 

Be fure avoid fet phrafes, when you write, 
The ufual way of fpeech is more pohtc.. 
How havfe I feen the puzzled lover vex'd. 
To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! 
A ftilc too coarfe takes from a handfome face, 
And makes us wifli an uglier in its placeT" 

But fince (though Chaftity be not your care) 
You froni your hufband ftill would hide th* affair, 
Write to no ftranger, till his truth be try'd j 
Nor in a foolifli mcflcnger confide. 
What agonies that woman undergoes, 
Whofe hand the traitor threatens to cxpofe ; 
Who, ralhly trufting, dreads to be decciv'd. 
And lives for ever to that dread enflavM ! 
Such treachery can never be furpafs'd, 
Forthofe difcoveries, fure as lightning, blaft. 
Might I advife, fraud fhould with fraud be paid ; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 

But lince your letters may be brought to light. 
What if in feveral hands you learned to write ? 
My curfe on him who firft the fex betray'd, 
And this advice fo neceflfary made. 
Nor let your pocket-book two hands contain, 
Firft, rub your lover's out, then write again. 
, Still one contrivance more remains behind, 
Whkh you may u(e as a conveoient blind ; 
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^s if to women writ, your letters frame^ 
And lot your friend to you fubfcribe a female name» 

NoA , greater things to tell, my Mufc prepare,. 
And clap. on all the fail the bark can bear. 
Let no rude palFions in your looks find plaoc;^ 
For fury will deform the finefi face : 
It ^vells the lips, and blackens all the velnt}. 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 

When on hci' flute divine Minerva play'd'^ 
And in a fountain faw the change it made« 
dwelling her cheek ; ihe flung it quick afide; 
" Nor is thy mufick fo much worth," (he cry'd. 
Look in your glafs, when you with anger glow. 
And you 11 confefs, you fcarce yourfclves can know* 
l>Jor with cxceflive pride infult the fight. 
For gentle looks, alone, to love invite. 
Believe it as a truth that 's daily try*d. 
There 's xwthing tnore deteftable than prid^ 
How have I fcen fome airs difguft create, 
Like things which by antipathy we hate ! 
Let looks with looks, and fmiles with fmilcs be puj^* 
And when your lover bows, incline your head^ 
So, Love preluding, plays at firfl: with heaits. 
And after v ounds with deeper-piercing darta« 
3Sor me a melancholy miftrefs charms ; 
i.ct fad Tccrriefia weep in Ajax* arms. 
Let mourning beauties, fuUen heroes movej; 
We, chearful men, like gaiety in love. 
Let Heftor in Andromache delight. 
Who, in bewailing Troy, wade* all the iiight. 
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Had they not both borne children (to be plain) 

I ne'er could think they M with their hufbands lain, 

I no idea inmy mind can frame, 

That either one or t' other dolefgl dame. 

Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lords 

" My life, my foul ;" or fpeak endearing words. 

Why, from comparifons fhould I refrain, 
X)r, fear fmaU things by greater to explain ? 
Obferve what conduiSl prudent generals ufe. 
And how their fcveral bfficers they chufe ; . 
To one, a charge of infantry commit. 
Another, for the horfe, is thought more fit. 
So you your feveral lovers fhould felc6t, 
And, as you find them qualify*d, dire£t. 
The wealthy lover .ftore of gold fhould fend ; 
The lawyer fhould, in courts, your caufe defend. 
We, who write verfe, with verfe alone fhould bribe ; 
Moll apt to love is all the tuneful tribe. 
By us, your fame fhall through the world be blaz'd ; 
So Nemefis, fo Cynthia's name was rais'^. 
From eaft to weft, Lycoris' praifes ring j 
Nor art Corinna's filent, whom we fing. 
No fraud the poet's facrcd breafl can bear ; 
Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere : 
Nor wealth he feeks, nor feels ambition's fires, 
But fhuns the bar; and books and fhades requires* 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love. 
With eafe we fix, but we with pain remove 5 
Our fofter fludies with our fouls combine. 
And, both; to tend.cmcfs pur hearts incline. 
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Be gentle, virgins, to the Poet's prayer, 
The God that fills him, and the Mufe revere ; 
Something divine is in us, and from heaven 
Th' infpiring fpirit can alone be given, 
'Tis fin, a price from Poets to exaft; 
But .'tis, a fm no woman fears to a6l. 
Yet hide, howc'cr, your avarice from fight. 
Left you too foon yournevv- admirer fright. 

As Ikilful riders, rein, with different force^ ' 
^ new-back*d courfer, and a vvell-train'd horie; 
Do you, by different management, engage 
The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of Love are yet unknown. 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone : 
With kind carelTcs oft indulge the boy. 
And all the harveft of his heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus blcfs'd, of rivals moft beware; 
Nor Love nor Empire can a rival bear. 
Men more difcrectly love, when more mature. 
And many things, which youth difdains, endure; 
No windows break, nor houfes fct on fue, 
Nor tear their own, or niiftrefs*s attire. 
In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 
But^ men in years, more calmly wrongs rtfent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch v.hen wet, 
Thcyflowly burn, but long retain tiicir heat. 
More bright is youthful flame, but fooncr dies j 
Then, fwiftly fcize the joy that fwiftly fijes. 
Thus all betraying to the beauteous foe. 
How, furely to enflare ourfelves, we fliow. 

K3 Ta 
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" To tmft a traitor, you *il no fcruple make, 
Who is a traitor only for your fake. 

Who yields too foon, will foon her lover lofc; 
Would you retain him long, then, long refufe. 
Oft, at your door, make him for entrance wait, 
There let him lie, and threaten and intreat. 
When cloy*d with fweets, bitters the tafte reftore; 
Ships, by fair winds, are fometimes run afhore- 
Hence fprings the coldnefs of a marry '-d life. 
The huiband, when he pleafes, has his wife. 
Bar but your gate, and let your Porter cry 
** Here *s no admittance, Sir;. I muft deny :" 
The very hufband, fo repuls'd, will find 
A growing inclination to be l.ind. 

Thus far, with foils you *ve fought ; thofe laid aiide, 
1 now, (harp weapons for the fcx provide ; 
Korxloubt, againft myfelf, to fee them try'd. 

When firft a lover you defign to charm, 
Beware, left jealoufies his foul alarm ; 
Make him believe, with all the ikill you can, 
That he, and only he's the happy man. 
Anon, by due degrees, fmall doubts create. 
And let him fear fome rival's better fate. 
Such little arts make love its vigour hold. 
Which elfe would languifh, and too foon grow old. 
Then, ftrains the courfer to outftrip the windt 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when cxtinft, fufpicions may revive j 
I ow% ^hen mine 's fecure, 'tis fcaroe alive. 

Yet, 
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Yet one precaution to this rule belongs ; 
Let us at moft fufpeft, not prove our wrongs. 
Sometimes, your lover to incite the more, 
Pretend your hafband's fpies befct the door : 
Though free as Thais, dill affeft a fright; 
For feeming danger heightens the delight. 
Oft let the youth in through your window fteal, 
Though he might enter at the door as well ; 
And f()metimes let your maid furprize pretend, 
And beg you in fomc hole to hide your fricrid. 
Yet ever and anon difpel his fear, 
And let him tafte of happinefs lincere ; 
Left, quite dilheartcn'd with too much fatigue. 
He fhould grow weary of the dull intrigue. 

But I forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade the hufband, and the fpy. 

That wives fhould of their hulbands ftand in awe. 
Agrees with juftice, modefty, and law : 
But, that a miilrefs may be lawful prize, 
None but her keeper, I am fure, denies j 
For fuch fair nymphs thcfe precepts aredefijjn*d. 
Which ne'er can fail, join*d with a willing nlind. 
Though fiuck with Argus' eyes your keeper were, 
AdvisM by me, you fhall elude his care. 

When VOu towalh or bathe retire from fight, 
Can he obfcrve what letters then you write > 
Or, can his caution againft fuch provide. 
Which, in her breaft, your confident may hide ? 
Can he the note beneath her garter view, 
Crthat, which, moieconceard, is in herihoc ? 

K 4 Yet, 
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Yet, thefe perceiv'd, you may her back undrcftj. 
And, writing on her Ikin, your mind exprcfs. 
New milk, or pointed fpires of fiax, when green. 
Will ink/fuj^ply, and letters mark unfeen. 
Fair will the paper ihew, nor can be read. 
Till all the writing 's with wann aflie? fpread. 

Acrifius was, with all his care, bctray'd ; 
And in his tower of brafs, a grandfire made. 

Can fpies avail, when you to plays rcfoit, 
Or in the Circus view the noble fport ? 
Or, can you be to Ifis' fane purfued. 
Or Cybele's, whofe rites all men exclude ? 
Though watchful fervants to the bagnio come. 
They 're ne*er admitted to the bathing-room. 
Or, when fome fudden iicknefs you pretend. 
May you not take to your fick-bcd a friend ? 
Falfe keys a jirivate palTagc may procure, 
If not, tlicre are more ways belidcs the d<K)r. 
Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follower treat ; 
When drunk, you may with eafe his care defeat : 
Or, to prevent too-fuddea a furprizc, • 
Prepare a llecping-dra^ughtto fcal his eyes : 
Or let your maid, ftill longer time to gain. 
An inclination for his perfon feign j 
With faint refiftance let her drill him on. 
And; after competent delays, be won. 

But what need all thefe various doubtful wiles. 
Since gold the greateft vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleased ; 
£v'n angry Jove with offerings is uppeas'd. 

With 
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With prefents, 'fools and vACc. alike are caught, 
Give but enou'.^h, the hufband may be bought. 
But let me warn you, wlien you bribe a fpy, . 
That you for ever his connivance buy j 
Pay him his price at once, for withfuch men 
You '11 knov/ no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, I with caufe complain'd. 
Of jcaloufy occafion'd by a friend. 
Believe me, apprehenfions of that kind, 
Are not alone to our falfe'fex confinM. 
Traft not, too far, your Ihe-companion's truth, 
Left fhc fometimes fhould intercept the youth : 
The very confident that lends the bed, 
May entertain your lover in your ftcad, 
I*^or keep a fervant with too fair a face,. 
•For fuch I 've known fupply her lady's place* 

But whither do I run with heedlefs rage. 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage ? 
.Did ever bird the fowler's net prepare ? 
Was ever hound inftrufled by the hare ? 
But, all felf-ends and intcrcii: fct apart, 
I '11 faithfully proceed to teach my art. 
-Defencelefs and unarm'd expofe my life. 
And for the Lcmnian ladies whet the knife. 

Perpetual fondncfs ©f your lover feign, 
Nor will you find it hard, belief to gain ; 
Full of himfelf he your defign will aid : 
To what we wi{h, 'tis eaiy to perfuade. 
With dying eyes his face and form furvey, 
Then figh, and wonder he fo long could flay : 

No# 
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Now drop a tear your fbrroxvs to affiiagc, 

^non reproach him, and pretend to rage. 

Such proofs as thefe will all diftruft remove> 

And make him pity your excelfivc love. 

Scarce to himlelf ^^ill he forbear to cry, 

** How can I let this poor fond creature die ?'* 

But chiefly, one, fuch fond behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glafs, and his own chaims admires. 

Proud of the homage to his merit done, 

He *11 think a goddefs might with eafe be won. 

Light wrongs, be fure, you ftill with mildnefs bear, 
Nor ftrait fly out, when you a rival fear. 
Let not your pallion o'er your fenfc prevail, 
Mor credit lightly every idle tale. 
Let Procris* fate 9 fad example be 
Of what effe^Sts attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymcttus Ihovrs, 
And flowering hills, a facrvd fountain flows j 
With foft and verdant turf the foil is fprcad. 
And fweetly-fmclling ihrubs the ground o'erfliadc. 
There rofemary and bay their odours join. 
And with the fragrant myrtle's fcent combine. 
There tamarilks with thick-leav*d box are found, 
And cytiflus.and garden-pines abound. 
While through the boughs foft winds of Zephyr pafs. 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grafs. 
Hither would Ccphalus retreat to rcfl^, 
When tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreft e 
And thus to Air the panting youth would pray; 
•* Come, gentle Aura, come, this heat allay." 

But 
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But feme tale-bearing too officious friend, 
By chance o'er-heard him as he thus complained ; 
Who with the news to Procris quick rcpair'd, 
Repeating word for word what (he had heard. 
Soon as the name of Aura reached her ears. 
With jcaloufy furpriz'd, and fainting fears. 
Her rofy colour fled her lovely face, 
And agonies, like death, fupply'd the placcf 
Pa'e fhe appeared as are the falling leaves, 
When firft the vine the winter's blaft receives. 
Of ripen'd quinces, fuch the yellow hue, 
Or, when unripe, we cornel -berries view. 
Reviving from her fwoon, her robes (he tore. 
Nor her own faultlefs face to wound forbore. 
Now, all difhevel'd, to the wood fhe flies, 
W^ith Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 
Thither arriv'd, flie leaves below her friends j 
Ami all alone the fhady hill afcends. 
What folly, Procfis, o'er thy naind prevail'd > 
What rage, thus fatally to lie conceal'd ? 
Whoe'er this Aura be, (fuch was thy thought) 
She now fliall in the very fa6l be caught. 
Ancn, thy heart repents its rafli deligns. 
And now to go, and now to flay inclines : 
Thus love with doubts perplexes flill thy mind, 
And makes thee feek what thou muft dread to find. 
But fiill thy rivarl's name rings in thy ears, 
And more fufpicious flill the place appears : 
But more than all, excelfive love deceives, 
Which, all it fears, too tafily believes. 

And, 
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And, now, a chilncfs runs through every vein, 
Soon as fhe faw where Cephalus had lain. 
*Twas noon, when he again rctir'd, to fhun 
Thefcorching ardour of the mid-day fun; 
With water firfl he fprinklcd o'er his face, 
Which glow'd with heat ; then fought his ufual place. 
Procris, with anxious but with lilcnt care. 
Viewed him extended, with his bofom bare ; 
And henrd hini foon th' accuftom'd words repeat, 
** Come, 'Zepliyr J Aura, come ; allay this heat :'* 
Soon as llie found her error, from the word. 
Her colour and her temper were reftor'd. 
With joy flie rofc to clafp him in her arms : 
But Ccphalus the ruftling noife alarms ; 
Some beaft he thinks he in the bufhes hears. 
And fi:rait his arrows and his bow prepares. 
•* Hoid ! hold ! anhappy youth !"-— I call in vain. 
With thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 
** Me, mf: (flie cries) thou 'ft wounded with thy dart! 
** But Ccphalus was wont to wound this heart. 
** Yet lighter on my aflies earth will lie, 
' ** Since, though untimely, I unrival'd die : 
** Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
** Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath.'* 
Clofe to liis heavy heart her check he laid. 
And v\*af]i'd, uith ft reaming tears, the wound he made; 
At len^>t!i the firings of life their currents leave, 
And her laft gafp herhuiband's lips receive. 

Now, to pi'.rfue our voyage we provide, 
Till fafc to port olir weary bark we guide. 

3 Yo» 



OVID IMITATED. 141 

You may expe£l:| perhaps, I now fliould teacli 

What rules to treats aad entertainments reach. 

Come not the firft, invited to a ftaft ; 

Rather come lafl, as a more grateful gueft. . 

For that, of which \vc fear to be depriv'd. 

Meets with the fureft welcome when arriv'd. 

Bcfides, ccmploxions of a coarfer kind, " ' 

From candle-light no fmall advantage find. 

During the time you eat, obfcrv'e fome grace. 

Nor let your unwip'd hands befmear your face; 

Nor yet too fqucamiihiy your meat avoid. 

Left we fufpeft you were in private cloy*d. 

Of all extremes in either kind beware, 

And ft ill before your belly 's full forbear. 

No glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound, 

Though more than Helen Ihe in charms abound, 
I own, I think, of wine the moderate ufc 

More fuits the fex, and fooncr finds cxcufe ; 

It warms the blood, adds luflre tp the eyes. 

And wine and love have always been allies. 

But carefully from all intemperance keep. 

Nor drink till you fee double, lifp, or ileep. 

For in fuch deeps brutalities are done. 

Which, though you loathe, you have no power to fliujB# 
And now th* inftru6ted nymph from table led, 

Should next be taught how to behave in bed. 

But modefty forbids ; nor more, my Mufe 

With weary wings tlie labour'd flight purfues ; 

Her pui-plc fwans unyok'd the chariot leave, 

And needful reft (their journey darte) t^cmc, 

*/» Thui, 
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Thus, with impartial care, my art I (how, 
And equal arms on cither fex beftow : 
While men and maids, who by my rules improve 
Ovid muft own their mailer is in love. 



OF PLEASING*^ 

AN EPISTLE 

TO SIR RICHARD TEMPLE. 

'nniS ftrange, dear Temple, how it comes to pafs, 
•*- That no one man is pleas'd with what he has. 
So Horace iihgs— and fure, as ftrange is this : 
That no <uie man *s difpleas'd with what he is. 
The foolilh, ugly, dull, impertinent, 
Arc with their perfons and their pans content. 
Nor is that all, fo odd a thing is man, 
He moft would be what leaft he lliould or caju 
Hence, homely faces ftill are foremoft feen, 
Andcrofs-fhapUi fops afre£^ the niceft mien ; 
Cowards extol true courage to the ikies, 
An4 fools are ftill moft forward to advife ; 
Th' untrufted wretch to fecrecy pretends, 
Whifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues afie£^ the politicians part, 
And learn to jiod, and fmile, and fhrug with art ; 
Who nothing has to lofe, the war bewails j 
And he who nothing pays, at taxes raili. 

' • Tb»8 
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Thus man perverfe againft plain nature ftrives, 
And to be artfully abfurd contrives. 
Plautus will dance, Lulcus at ogling aims, 
Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus gam«>i. 
Koifome Curculio, whofe envenom'd breath. 
Though ata diftancc utter'd, threatens death, 
Full in your teeth his llinking whifper throws ; 
Nor mends his manners, though you hold your nof^^ 
Therfites, ivho feems born to give offence, 
From uncouth form, and frontlefs impudence, 
Affumes foftairs, and with aflur comes in, 
Attempts a fmile, and (hocks you withagria. 
Raucus harangues with a diffuafive grace. 
And Helluo invites with af )rbidding face. 

Nature to each allots his proper fphere, 
But, that forfaken, we like comets err : 
Tofs*d through the void, by fome rude (hock we 're brokey 
And all her boatted fire is lod in fmoke. 

Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or eafe, 
Men moft affe£l in general to pleafei 
Of this affe6lion vanity's the fource. 
And vanity alone obftrufts its courfe; 
That telefcope of fools, through which they fyy 
Merit remote, and think the obje£t nigh. 
The glafs remov'd, would e^ch himfelf furvcy, 
And in juft fcales his ftrcngth and weaknefs weighs 
Purfuethe path for which he was defign'd. 
And to his proper force adapt his mind j / 

Scarce one, but to fome merit might pretend. 
Perhaps might pkafe, at lead would not ofiend. 

Wh« 
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Who would. reprove us wirilc he makes us laugh, 
Muft be no Bavius, but a jJ'ckerflaff. 
If Gaith, or Blackmore, friendly potions give, 
We bid the dying patient dri»'k and iivc : 
When Murus. comes, we cry, " Beware the pillj'* 
* And wifli the tradcfman were a tradefman flill. 
If Addifon, or R owe, or Prior write. 
We ftmcty them with profit and delight : 
But when vile Macor and Mundungus rhyme, 
We grieve \ye' 've learnt to read, ay, curfe the time. 
All rules of pleafing in this one unite, 
*' Affeft not any thing in Nature's fpite." 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find j 
For what ? For ill-refembling human-kind. 
" None are, for being what they are, in fault, 
** But for not being what they would be thought.** 
Tfh«s I, dear friend, to you my thoughts impart. 
As to one perfect in the pleafing ait ; 
If art it maynbe call'd in you, who fcem, 
By Nature form'd for Love, and for Efteem, 
Affc6ling none, all virtues you poflefs, 
And really are what others but profefs. 
I '11 not offtnd you, while myfelf I pleafe ; 
1 loathe to flatter, though I love to praife. 
But when fuch early worth fo btight appears. 
And antedates the fame which waits on ytars; 
I can't fo ftupidly/affeftcd prove. 
Not to confefs it in the man I love. 
Though now I- aim not at that known applaufe 
You 've won in arms, and in your country's caufe ; 
^ Nor' 
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Nor patriot now, nor hero I commetwi, 
But the companion praife, and boaft the friend. 

But you may think, and fome, Lefe partial, fey^ 
That I prefume too much in this tffay. 
How fhould I (how what pleafcs ? How jpxpl&ifll 
A rule, to which I never could attain ? 
To this obje6lion I Ml make no reply, 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 

I Ve read, or heard, a learned perfon, onoc 
{Concern'd to find his oniy fgtj aduoce) 
Composed a book in favour of the lad, 
Whofe memory, its feems, was very bad. ■ 
This work contain*d a world of wholeibme rulesj 
To help the frailty of forgetful foois. 
The careful par-cnt laid the treatifc by. 
Till Time (hould make it proper to apjily, 
liimon at length xhe look'drfor age attains. 
To read and profit by his^athei^s paitts j 
And now the lire prepare the books t' impart. 
Which was ycicpt of memory and art-. 
But ah ! how oft is human care in vain ?" 
For now, he could not find his book agaia. 
The place where he had laid it he forgot, 
Nor could himfelf remember what he wrote. 

Now to apply the ftory that I tell, 
Which, if not true, is yet invented wfell. 
Such is my cafe : Like mofl of theirs who teach ^ 
I ill may pra6life, what I well may preach. 
Myfelf not trying, or not turned to pleafe. 
May lay the line., and meafure «.Utxhe ways. 

L The 
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The Mulcibcrs, who in the Minories fweat, 

And mailive bars on ftubborn anvils beat, 

Deform 'd themfclves, yet, forge thofe flays of ftecl^ 

Which-arm Aurelia with ai fhape to kill. 

So Macerand Mundungus fchool the times, 

And write in nigged profe the rules of fofter rhymes* 

Well do they play the careful critic*s part, 

Inftru6ting doubly by their matchlefs art : 

Rules for good verfe they firil with pains indite. 

Then fhcw us what axe bad, by what they write. 



To the Right Honourable the 
LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM, 1729, 
" Albi fermonum noftrorum^ candide judex.'* 

SINCEREST Critic of my profe or rhime, 
Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time. 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war, or fchcmes of ftate ? 
Doft thou recall to mind with joy, or grief, 
Great Marlborough's a£tion8 ? That immortal chief, 
Whofe ilighteft trophy rais'd in each campaign. 
More than fuffic'd to fignalize a reign ? 
Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart, 
With^lory paft, where thou thy felf hadft part, 
Or doft thou grieve indignant now to fee, 

The fruitlefs end of aU thy viftory ? 

To 
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To (ee th* audacious foe, fo late fubdued, 
Difpute thofe terms for which fo long they fued. 
As if Britannia now were funk fo low. 
To beg that peace (he wonted to bellow. 
Be far that guilt ! be never known that fhame ! 
That England fhould retrafther rightful claim, 
Or, ceafmg to be dreaded and ador'd. 
Stain with her pen the luftre of her fword. 
Or doft thou give the winds afar to blow. 
Eich vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe. 
And fix thy mind alone on rural fcenes, 
To turn the level'd lawns to liquid plains. 
To raife the creeping rills from humble beds. 
And force the latent fprings to lift their heads. 
On watery columns, capitals to rear, 
That mix their flowing curls with upper air. 
Or doft thou, weary grown, thefe works neglect. 
No temples, ftatues, obeliflcs ereft. 
But catch the morning breeze from fragrant meads. 
Or ftiun the noontide ray in wholcfome ihades, 
Or flowly walk along the mazy wood. 
To meditate on all that 's wife and good. 
For nature bountiful in thee has join'd, 
A perfon pleafing with a worthy mind. 
Not given the form alone, but means, and art, 
To draw tiie eye, or to allure the heart, 
Poor were the praifc in fortune to excel. 
Yet want the way to ufe that fortune well. 
While thus adomM, while thus with virtue cfownM, 
At home in peace, abroad in arms renown'd, 

L 1 Grace- 



148 CONGRBVE'S POEMS. 

Graceful in form, and winning in addrefs. 

While well you think, what aptly you exppcfs^ 

With health, with honour, with a fair cflate# 

A table free, and eloquently neat. 

What can be added more to mortal blifs ? 

What can he want who ftbnds pofleft of this ? 

What can the fondeft wifhing mother more 

Of heaven attentive for her fon implore ? 

And yet a happinefs remains unknown^ 

Or to philoibpliy. reveal'd alone ; • 

A precept, which unpradlis'd renders vain 

Thy flowing hopes, and pleafure turns to pain. 

Should Hope and Fear thy lieart alternate tear. 

Or Love, or Hate, or Rage, or anxious Care, 

Whatever pafTions may thy mind infeft, 

( Where is that mind which paflions ne'er moled ? ) 

Amidft the pangs of fuch inteftine ftrifc, 

Still think the prefent day, the laft of life ; 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife. 

To-morrow's fun to thee may never rife. 

Or fhould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight. 

With her enliv€ning and unlook'd-for light, 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays 1 

As favours unexpe6bed doubly pleafe. 

Who thus c^n think, and who fuch thoughts purfucs. 

Content may keep his life, or calmly lofe ; 

All proofs of this thou may'ft thyfelf receive. 

When leifure from affairs will give thee leave. 

Come, fee thy friend, retired without regret, 

Forgetting care, or ftriving to forget ^ 

k In 
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In eafy contemplation foothing time 

With morals much, and now and then with rhyme, 

Kot {o robuft in body, as in mind, 

And always undejefted, though declined ; 

Kot wondering at the world's new wicked ways, 

Compar'd with thofe of our for-e-fathers day»t 

For virtue now is neither more or lefs. 

And vice is only varied in thedrefs ; 

Believe it, men have ever been tke famCy 

And all the golden age, is but a <k6am» 

WRITTEN AT tUNBllIDGfi WELL^, 

ON MISS TEMPLfi, 

Afterwards Lady of Sir Thomas LytteltoN. 

T E AVE, leave the drawing-room, 

*^ Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom 5 

The nymph that 's fated to o'ercome, 

Nmv triumphs at the wells. 
Her (liape, and air, and eyes. 
Her face, the gay, the grave, the wife. 
The beau, in fpite of box and dice. 

Acknowledge, all excels. 

Ccafc, ceafe, to afk her name. 
The crowned Mufe's nobleft theme, 
Whofc glory by immortal fame, 
ShiiU only founded be. 

L ^ But 
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But if you long to know, 
TThen look round yonder dazzling row. 
Who moft docs like an angel fhow, 
You may be furc 'tis Ihe. 

See near thofe facred fprings, 
WKch cure to fell difeafes brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida iings) 

Three goddefles appear ! 
Wealth, glory, two pofleft ; 
The third with charming beauty bleft. 
So fair, that heaven and earth confeft 

She cpnqucr'd every where. 

Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-lick gazer bow ; 
Nay, even old age her power allow. 

And banifh'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear, 
Nor glory now the garland wear : 
To-beauty every Paris here 

Devotes the golden ball. 
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A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE.' 

np'HE following Ode is an attempt towards reiloring 
-^ the regularity of the anticht Lyric Poetry, which 
feems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our 
EngliOi writers. 

There is nothing more frequent among us, than a 
fort of poems intituled Pindaric Odes ; pretending to 
be written in imitation of the manner and ftile of Pin- 
dar, and yet I do not know that there is to this day 
extant in our language, one Ode contrived after hit 
model. What idea can an Englifh reader have ot 
Pindar (to whofe mouth, wlocn a child, the foeet* 
L 4 brought 
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brought their honey, in omen of the future fvveetneis 
and melody of his ibng«) when he fhall ifee fuch 
rumbling and grating papers of verfes, pretending to 
be copies of his works ? 

The charadler of thefc late Pindarics is, a bundle 
of rambling incoherent thoughts, exprefled in a Ifke 
parcel of irregular ftanzas, which alfo confift of fach 
Mother complication of diiproportioned, uncertain, and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes. And I appeal to any rea- 
der, if this is not the condition in which thefe titular 
Odes appear. 

.'{Xtt'i^e jcontrary, there is nothing more regular than 
the Odes of Pindar, both as to the exaft obfervation of 
the meafures and numbers of his ftanzas and verfes, 
and the pcrpetnal coherence of his thoughts. For 
though his digreffions are frequent, and his tranfitions 
fudden, yet is there ever fbme fecret conne6tion, which 
though not always appearing to the eye, never fails t9 
commimicate itfelf to the underftanding of the reader. 

Tber liberty which be took in his numbers, and 
which ha« been fo mifunderftood and mifapplied by his 
pretended imitators, was only in varying the flanzas in 
difierent Odes; but in each particular Ode they are 
ever correfpondent one to another in their turns, and 
a^ording to the order of dbie Ode. 

AU the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, arc longs 
of triumph, vi&ary or fuccefs in the Grecian games : 
they were fung by a chorus, and adapted to the lyre, 
and ibmetimes to the lyre and pipe ; they confiiled 
•fteneftaf tbiee fianzaa ; the firft was called the Strophe, 

from 
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from the verfion or circular motion of the fingers in 
that ftanza from the right hand to the left. The fccond 
Hanza was called the Antiilroptie, from the contraver- 
fion of the chorus ; the finders, in performing that, 
turning from the left hand to the right, contrary always 
to their motion in the Strophe. The third ftania wa» 
called the Epode, (it may be as being the after-fong) 
which they fung in tlie middle, neither turning to intt 
hand nor the other. 

What the origin was of thefc different motions and 
ftations in finging their Odes, is not oTir prefent bufincft 
fo enquire. Some have thbught that by the contrariety' 
of the Strophe and Antiftrophe, they intended to rcprc- 
fcnt the contrarotation of the Primum Mobile, in re- 
fpeft of the Secunda Mobilia * and that by their ftand- 
ing ftill at the Epode, they ttieant to fignify tlie ffebility 
of the earth. Others afcribc the inftitution to Thefeus, 
who thereby expreffed the windings and turnings of 
the labyrinth, in celebrating his return from thence. 

The method obferved in the compofition of th«fe 
Odes, was therefore as follows. The poet having made 
choice of a certain number of verfes to conftitute his' 
Strophe or firft ftanza, was obliged to obfervc the fame 
in his Antiftro^jhc, or fecond ilanza j and which jrccord- 
jngly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both in 
number of verfes and quantity of feet : he was then 
again at liberty to make a new choice for his third 
ftanza, or Epode ; where, accordingly, he diverfificd 
his num1)ers, as his ear or fancy led him : compofing 
that ftanza of more or fewer vtrfts than iJic fo«ner, amd 

thofc 
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thoie vcrfes ,of dififerent roeafures and quantities, for 
the greater variety of harmony, and entertainment of 
the ear. 

But then this Epode being thus formed, he was 
ftri£^ly obliged to the fame meafure as often as he 
ihould repeat it !ia the order of his Ode, fo that every 
Epode in the fame Ode is eternally the fame in mea- 
fure and quantity, in refpe6^ to itfelf ; as is alfo every 
Strophe and Antiflrophe^ in refpe£i to each other. . 

The lyric poet Stefichorus (whom Longinus reckons 
amongft the ableft imitators of Homer, and of whom 
Quintilian fays, that if he could have kept within 
bounds, he would have been neareft of any body, in 
merit, to Homer) was, if not the inventer of this order 
in the Ode, yet fo flri£^ an obferver of it in his com- 
poiitions, that the three (lanzas of Stefichorus became, 
a common proverb to exprefs a thing univerfally 
known, " ne tria quidem Stefichori noilri;" fo that 
'when any one had a mind to reproach another with ex- 
ceifive ignorance, he could not do it more efi*e6iually 
than by telling him, '^ he did not fo much as know the 
«* three flanzas of Stefichorus j" that is, did not know 
that an Ode ought to confifl of a Strophe, an Anti-^ 
flrophe, and an Epode. If this was fuch a mark of 
ignorance among them, I am fure we have been pretty 
long liable to the fame reproof ; I mean, in refpe£k of 
our imitations of the Odes of Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long Preface to a 
(hort Ode, nor to enter upon a diflertation of Lyric 
Poetry in general : but thus much I thought proper to 

fay. 
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lay, for the information of thofe readers whofe courfe 
of ftudy has not led them into fuch enquiries. 

I hope I fhall not be fo mifunderftood, as to have it 
thought that I pretend to give an exa6l copy of Pindar 
in this enfuing Ode ; or that I look upon it as a pattern 
for his imitators for the future : far from fuch thoughts, 
I have only given an inftance of what is prafHcable, 
and am fenfible that I am as diftant from the force and 
elevation of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from 
the harmony and regularity of his numbers. 

Again, we having no chorus to fing our Odes, the 
titles, as well as ufe of Strophe, Antiftrophc, and^ 
Epode, are obfolete and impertinent : and certainly 
there may be very good Englilh Odes, without the dif- 
tin6tion of Greek appellations to their ftanzas. That 
I have mentioned them here, and obferved the order of . 
them in the enfuing Ode, is therefore only the more in- 
telligibly to explain the extraordinary regularity of the 
compofition of thefe Odes, which have been reprefented 
to us ' hitherto, as the moft confufed flru£lures in 
nature. 

However, though there be no neccffity that our 
triumphal Odes fhould confift of the three afore-men- 
tioned ftanzas ; yet if the leader can obferve that the 
great variation of the numbers in the third flanza (call 
it Epode, or what you pleafe) has a pleafing effeft in 
the Ode, and makes him return to the firll and ftcond 
ftanzas with more appetite than he could do, if always 
cloyed with the fame quantities and meafures j I can- 
not fee why fome ufe may not be made of Pindar's ex- 
ample; 
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ample, to the great improvement of tlie Englifh Odc^ 
Tlier€ is certainly a pleafure in beholding any thing 
that ha« art and difficulty in the contrivance ; efpecially^ 
if it appears fo carefully executed, that the difficulty 
does not (hew itfclf, till it is fought for ,- and that the 
feeming eafinefs of the work, firft fets us upon the en- 
quiry. Notliing can be called beautiful without pro- 
portion. When fymmetry and harmony are wanting, 
neither the eye nor the ear can be pleafed. Therefore 
certainly poetry, which includes painting and mulic, 
ihould not be dcftitute of them ; and of all poetry, 
cfpecially the Ode, whofe end and elTence is harmony. 
Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric Odes, 
(peaking of the mufic of numbers, fays, " which fome- 
** times (cfpecially in Songs and Odes) almoll without 
** any thing clfe makes an excellent poet." 

Having Mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may very well.be 
cxpe^ed, that fomething fhould be faid of him, at a 
time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme of our 
difcourfe. But there is that great deference due to the 
memory, great parts, and learning of that gentleman, 
that I think nothing (hould be objeftcd to the latitude 
he has taken in his Pindaric Odes. The beauty of his 
vcrfes, are an atonement for the irregularity of his 
ftanzas ; and though he did not imitate Pindar in the 
ftridnefs of his numbers, he has very often happily co- 
pied him in the force of his figures, and fublimity of 
Ills ft tie and fentimeiits. 

Yet I rauft beg leave to add, that I believe thofe irre- 
gular Odes of Mr. Cowley may have been the princi- 
pal, 
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pal, though innocent occafion> of fo many deformed 
poems fincc, which, inftead of being true pi6lures of 
Pindar, have (to ufe the Italian painters term) been 
only caricatures of him, refcmblances that for the moft 
part have been cither horrid or ridiculous. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error, in having 
heretofore mifcalled a few irregular ftanzas a Pindaric 
Ode ; and poflibly, if others, who have been und^r the 
lame miftake, would ingenuoully confefs the truth, they 
might own, that, never having confulted Pindar himfclf, 
they took all his irregularity upon truftj and finding 
their account in the great eafe with which they 
could produce Odes without being obliged, either to 
meafurcor dcfign, remained fatisfied j and it maybe, 
were not altogether unwilling to ncgle6l being un- 
deceived. 

Though there be little (if any thing) left of Or- 
pheus but his- name, yet if Paufanias was well informed, 
we may be aiTurcd, that brevity was a beauty which he 
moft induftriouily laboured to preicrvc in his Hymns, 
notwithftanding, as the fame author rcpoits, that they 
Mere but few in number. 

The fhortnefs of the following Ode will, I hope, 
atone for the length of the Preface, and in fome mea- 
fure for the dcfe6ls which may be found in it. It 
•confifts of the fame number of ftanzas with that beau- 
tiful Ode of Pindar, which is the firft of his Pythics ; 
and tliough I was unable to imitate him in any otlier 
beauty, I refolved lo endeavour to copy his brevity, 
and take the advantage of a remark he Ivas made in the 

laft 
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laft Strophe of the fame Ode ; which take in the paii« 

phrafe of Sudorius. 

** Qui muha paucis ftringere commode 

** Novere, morfus hi facile invidos 

** Spcrnunt, & auris menfque pura 

*' Omnc fupervacuum reje6lat." 

ODE. 
I. , 

DAUGHTER of Mcmoiy, immortal Mufe, 
Calliope ; what poet wilt thou chufe, 
Of Anna's name to iing ? 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart. 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art ; 
Whom raife fublime on thy aetherial win^, 
And confccrate with dews of thy Caftalian fpring ? 
II. 
Without thy aid, the moft afpiring mind 
Muft flag beneath, to narrow flights con fin 'd. 
Striving to rile in vain : 
Nor e'er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praifc. 
Thy aid obtained, ev'n I, the humblcft fu*ain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 
III. 
High in the ftarry orb is hung, 

And next Alcides* guardian arm. 
That harp to which thy Orpheus funj^, 
Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could charm ; 

Ihut 
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That harp which on Cyllene's fliady hill, 
When firfl the vocal fhell was found. 

With more than mortal Ikill 
Inventer Hermes taught to found : 
Hermes on bright Latona's fon, 
By fweet pcrfuafion won, 
The wondrous work beftow'd ; 

Latona's fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine : 
A god the gift, a god th' invention Ihow'd. 
I. 
To that high-founding lyre I tune ray ftrains 5 
A lower note his lofty fong difdains 
Who (ings of J^nna's name. 
The lyre is ftruck ! the founds I hear ! 
O Mufc, propitious to my prayer ! 
O well-kno\\Ti founds ! O Melody, the fame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais*d Maeonian flame ! 
II. 
Nor are thefe founds to Britifh bards unknown. 
Or fparingly reveal'd to one alone : 
Witnefs fweet Spenfcr's lays : 
And witnefs that immortal fong. 
As Spenfer fweet, as Milton ftrong. 
Which humble Boyne o*er Tiber's flood could raifc. 
And mighty William fmg, with well-proportion*d praife. 

in. 

Rife, fair Augufta, lift thy head, 
With golden towers thy front adorn j 

Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed 
With chcarful ray the ruddy morn. Thy 
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Tliy lovely form, and frefh-rcviving ftatc. 
In cryftal flood of Thames furvey; 

Then, blefs thy better fate, 
Blefs Anna's moll aulpicious fway. 
While diflant realms and neghbouring lands, 
Arm'd troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide molefl. 

Thy happier clime is free. 
Fair Capital of Liberty ! 
And plenty knows, aikl days of halcyon reft. 

I. 
A« Britain's ifle, when old vex'd Ocean roars, 
Unfliaken fees againft her filver Ihoars 
His foaming billows beat ; 
So Britain's Queen, amidft the jars 
And tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix'd oB the bafe of her well-founded ftate, 
"Serene and fafe looks down, nor feels the (hocks of fate* 
II. 
But greateft fouls, though Weft with fweet repofe. 
Are fooneft touch'd with fenfe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind. 
To mercy and Coh pity prone, 
And mov'd with forrows not her own,. 
Has all her peace and downy reft rcfign'd, 
To wake for common good, and fuccour human-kini. 
IIL 
Fly, tyranny ; no more be known 
Within Europa's blifsful bound I 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly every hoipitable ground. T* 
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To horid Zcmbla's frozen reaims repair. 
There with the baleful beldam, Night, 

Unpeopled empire fliare, 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
For now is come the promised hour, 
When JulHce fhail have power; 
Juftice to earth reftor'd ! 
Again Aftrea reigns ! 
Anna her equal fcaie maintains, 
And Msfrlborough wields her fure deciding fword. 
I. 
Now, could ft thou fear, my Mufe, to fing the roan 
In heigl'.ts fublime, as when the Mantuan fwan 
Her towering pinions ipread |. 
Thou fhould'ft of Marlborough fing, whofe hand 
Unerring, from his Queen's command, 
Far as the fcvcn-mouth'd Iftei's Iccrct head. 
To iave th' Imperial ftate, her hardy Britons led. 

II. 
Nor there thy fong fhould end j though all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heavenly voices join 
To fing that glorious day, 
\Vh«n bold Bavaria fled the field, 
And veteran Gauls unus'd to yield 
On Blenheim's Plain imploring mercy lay ; 
And Ipoils and trophies won, perplcx'd tiie vigor's way. 
III. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim fing, 

And with fycccfs that ibng purfue ; 
What art could aid thy wearied win^ 

To keep the vi6tor ftlll in view ? 

M tgr 
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For as the fun ne'er flops his radiant fiight» 
Nor fets but with impartial ray 

To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day : 
So in the glorious round of fame, 
Great Marlborough, ftill the fame, 
Inceflant runs his courfe : 
To climes remote, and near, 
His conquering arms by turns appear. 
And univerfal is his aid and force. 

I. 
Atteitipt not to proceed, unwary Mufe, 
For O ! what notes, what numbers could'ft thou chufe 
Though in all numbers Ikill'd*: 
To Hng the hero's match! efs deed, 
Which Belgia fav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To (ing Ramillia's day ! to which muft yield 
Cannae's illuibriou& fight, and fam'd Pharfalia's field,. 
II. 
In the Ihort courfe of a diurnal fun. 
Behold the work of many ages done ? 
What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 
Luftre and life, the Poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart • 
But deeds fublimc, exalted high like thde, 
Trahfcend his utmoft fight ; and mock his diftant praife. 
III. 
Still would the willing Mufe afpire, 

Witli tranfport ftill'her drains prolong; 
But fear unftrings the trembling lyre, 
And admiration flops her fong. Go 
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Go on» great chief, in Anna's cau(e pix>ceed ; 
Nor iheath the terrors of thy fword. 

Till Europe thou haft freed, 
And pniverfal peace reftor'd* 
This mighty work when thou Ihalt end, 
Equal rewards attend, 
'Of value far above 

Thy trophies and thy (poils ; 
Rewards ev'n worthy of thy toils, 
Thy Queen's juft favour^ and thy Country's love. 



M» TO 
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To the Bight Honourable the 

EARL OF GODOLPHIN, 

Loid High-Treasurer of Great Britain. 

PINDARIC ODE. 

ft Qucmvis medi^eruc turbi : 

'' Aut ob avaritiaro, aut miferd ambitione laborat. 

" Hunc capit argenti fplendor 

*' Hie mutat merces furgente a fole, ad eum quo 
** Vefpertina tepet regio : quin per mala praeceps 
•* Fertup— — — — 
•* Omnes hi metuunt verfus, odere poetas," 

HoR. L. I. Sat. iv. 

I. 

TO hazardous attempts and hardy toils. 
Ambition fome excites ; 
And fome, defire of martial fpoils 

To bloody fields invites j 
Others, infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main, 
To pafs the burning line, and bear 
Th* inclemency of winds, and fcas, and air ; 
Preiling the doubtful voyage till India's fhore 
Her ipicy bofom bares, and ipreads her fhining ore. 

4 JI. Nov 
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II. 

^or widows tears, nor tender orphans cries. 

Can ftop th' invader's force ; 

Nor fwelling Teas, nor threatening ikiesy 

Prevent the pirate's courfe : 
Their lives to felfilh ends decreed, 
Through blood or rapine they proceed s 
No anxious thoughts of ill repute 
Sufpend th* impetuous and unjuft purfuit : u*. 
But power and wealth obtained, guilty and great, 
Their fellow-creatures fears they raife, or urge thfcir hate* 
III. 
But not for thefe hiis ivory lyre '' 

Will tuneful Phoebus ftring, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 

Th* immortal epode fing. v 

Thy fprings, Caftalia, turn their ftreams afidc 

From rapine, avarice, and pride j 
Nor do thy greens, ihady Aonia, grow. 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 
I. 
How juft, moft mighty Jove, yet how ievere 
Is thy fupreme decree, 
That impious men (hall joylefs hear 

The Mufcs' harmony ! 
Their facred fongs, (the recompcncc 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pious minds to rapture raife. 
And worthy deeds at once excite and praife, 

Ms To 
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To guilty hearts afford no kind relief; 
But add iAfldming rage, and more afflicting grief. 

rr. 

Monftrotfs Typhoeus, thus, new terrors fill* 
He, who aiTail'd th« (kies, 
And now, beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadful iEtnalies. / 
Hearing the lyre's cclefHal (bund. 
He bellows in th' abyfs profound ; 
Sicilia trembles at his roar> 
. Tremble the ieas, and far Campania's fhore $ 

While all his hundred mo\|ths, at once refpirc 
Volumes of curling finokey and floods of liquid fire. 

HI. 

From heaven alone all good proceeds ; , 

To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds. 

And fenfc of facred fongi 
And thus moft pleafing are the Mufe*s lays 

To them who merit moft her praife j 
Wherefore, for thee, her ivory lyre fhe ftriftgs. 
And foars with rapture while (he fings. 
I. 
Whether affairs of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, 
And^Anna's caufe and Europa's fate 

Thy ferious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and nights are fpent 
In cares, on public good intent -, 

Or 
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Or whether leifure hours invite 
To manly fports, or to refin'd delight ;' 
In courts refiding, or to plains retirM, 
Where generous fteeds conteft, with emulation firM ! 
II. 
Thee ftill fhe feeks, and tuneful fmgs thy name. 
As once {he Theron fung, 
While with the deathlefs worthy's fame " ^ 

Olympian Pifa rung : 
Nor lefs fublime is now her choice. 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now fhe loves aloft to found 
The man for more than mortal desds renown'd j 
Varying anon her theme, fhe takes delight 
The fwift-hecl'd horfe to praife, and fmg his rapid flight, 

III. 
And fee ! the air-born racers ftart. 
Impatient of the rein ; 
Fafter thejr run than flies the Scithian dart. 

Nor, paffing, print the plain ! 
The winds themfelves, who with their fwiftnefs vie, 

In vain their airy pinions ply j 
So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfcrs pafs 
Th* aitherial authors of their race. 
I. 
And now a while the well-flrain'd courfcrs breathe j 
And now, my Mufc, prepare 
Of olive leaves a twiftcd wreath 
To bind the vi<^or 's liair. 

M 4 Pallas, 
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Pallas, in care of human-kind» 
The fruitful olive firft defign'd i 
Deep in the glebe her fpear (he lancM, 
When all at once the laden boughs advanc'd : 
The Gods with wonder viewed the teeming earth, 
And all, with one confcnt, approved the beauteous birth. 

II. 
This done, earth-fliaking Neptune next efTay'd, 
In bounty to the world, 
To emulate the blue-ey*d maid 5 

And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againft the founding beach ; the Ihoke 
. Transfix 'd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as light, 
Forth rufh*d the firft-born horfe. Stupendous %ht I 
Neptune for human good the beaft ordains, 
WTiom foon he tam*d to ufe, and taught to bear the reins. 
III. 
Thus gods contended (noble ftrife. 
Worthy the heavenly mind !) 
Who moft ihould do to foften anxious life, 
And moil endear mankind. 
■ Thus, thou, Godolphfn, doft with Marlborough ftrivc. 

From whole joint toils we reft derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm aiTurcs, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care fecures. 
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AN IMPOSSIBLE THINGS 
A TALE, 

nnO thee, dear Dick, this tale I fend, 
-^ Both as a critick and a friend. 
I tell it with fome variation 
(Not altogether a tranflation) 
From La Fontaine j an author, Dick, 
Whofe Mufe would touch thee to the quick* 
The fubjeft is of that fame kind, 
To which thy heart feems moft inclin*d : 
How vcrfe may alter it, GkSd knows. 
Thou lov'ft it well, I *m fure, in profc. 
So, without pref^e, or pretence. 
To hold thee longer in fufpcnce, 
I fhall proceed, as I am able. 
To the recital of my fable. 

A goblin of the merry kind, 
More black of hue, than curft of mind. 
To help a lover in diftrefs. 
Contrived a charm with fuch fuccefs. 
That in fhort fpace the cruel dame 
Relented, and retum'd his flame. 
The bargain, made betwixt them both. 
Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his falvation. 
And Satan flak'd his reputation* 

The 
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The latter promis'd on his part 

(To fcrve his friend, and fliew his art)» 

That madam ihould by twelve o' dock. 

Though hitherto as hard as rock, 

Become as gentle as a glove. 

And kifs and cpo like any dove. 

In fhort, the woman ihould be his. 

That is, upon condition — Viz. 

That he, the lover, after tailing 

What one would wiih were cverlailing ; 

Should, ii\ Return for fuch enjoyment, 

Supply the fiend with freih employment : 

** That *s all, quoth Pug j my poor requeil 

** Is, only, never to have reft ; 

** You thought, *tis like, with reafon too, 

** That I ihould have been ferv'd, not you : 

** But what ? upommy friend iihpofe ! 

" No— though a devil, none of thofe. 

** Your bufmefs then, pray underftand me, 

** Is nothing more but to command me. 

** Of one thing only let me warn ye : 

*' Which fomcMrhat nearly may concern ye : 

** As foon as e'er one work is done, 

** Strait name a new one ; and fo oif ; 

«* I/Ct each to other quick fucceed, 

** Or elfe-i^-you know how 'tis agreed— 

** For if through any hums oi haws 

*' There haps an interveningpaufe, 

** In which, for want of frelh commands, 

*< Your Have obfequiou«, idle ilands, 
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<' Nor foul nor body ever more 

* * Shall ferve the nymph whom you adore 3 

" But both be laid at Satan's feet, 

" To be difposM as he thinks meet." 

At once the lover all approves j 
For who can hefitate that loves ? 
A nd thus he vgues in his thought : 
" Why, after all, I venture nought ; 
** What myftery is in commanding ? .... 

•* Does that require much underftanding ? 
** Indeed, wert my part to obey, - ' 1.^ 

" He'd ^o the better of the lay : ' ' ' 

" But he mufl do what I think fit — 
** Pfhaw, pfliaw, young Belzebub is bit.'* 

Thus pleas'd in mind, he calls a chair, 
Adjufts, and combs, and courts the fair: 
The fpell takes place, and all goes right. 
And happy he employs the night 
In fweet embraces balmy kiiTes, 
And riots in the blifs of bliffes. 
** O joy," cried he, ** that has no equal !'* 
But hold— no raptures— -mark the feqi>cl. 
For now, when near the morning*s dawo^ 
The youth began as 'twere to yawn ; 
His eyes a filky (lumber feiz'd, 
Or would have done, if Pug had plea5*d : 
But that officious Dxmon near, 
Now buzz'd for bufinefs in his ear 5 
In hafle, he names a thoufand things : - ^ 

The goblin plies hi$ wicker wings, 

And 
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And in a trice returns to afk 

Another and another taflc. 

Now palaces are built and towers. 

The work of ages in few hours. 

Then dorms are in an inilant rais'd. 

Which the next moment are appeas'd. 

Now ihowers of gold and gems are rain'd> 

As if eaoh India had been drain'd : 

And hey in one aftonilh'd view, 

Sees both Golconda and Peru. 

Thefe things, and ftranger things than thefe. 

Were done with equal Ipeed and eafe. 

And now to Rome poor Pug he '11 fend ; 

And Pug foori reach'd his journey's end. 

And foon return*d with fuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back. 

That now, the Squire (who had fome hope 

In holy water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, and at a (land 

What next to wilh, and what command ; 

Invention flags; his brain grows muddy. 

And black defpair fucceeds brown ihidy. 

In this diftrefs ^ woeful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth, 

Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 

Both foul and body were at flake, 

** And is this all ?" replies the fair: 

'< Let me alone to cure this care. 

** When next your Dxmon ihall appear, 

*' Pray give him — look, what I hold hci-c, 

*^And 
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** And bid him labour, foon or late, 
«* To lay thefe ringlets lank and ftrait.*' 
Then, fomething fcarccly to be fecn. 
Her finger and her thumb between 
She held, and fweetly fmiiing, cry*d, 
« Your Goblin's Ikillihall now be try'd.** 

She faid ; and gave— what (hall I call 
That thing fofhining, crifp, and fmall. 
Which round his finger ftrove to twine ? 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine ? 
Or fprig from Cytherea's grove ; 
Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 
With awe, he now takes from her hand 
That fleece-like flower of fairy land : 
Lefs precious, whilom, was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ? 
Or that, which modern ages fee 
The fpur and prize of chivalry, 
Whofe curls of kindred texture grace 
Heroes and kings of Spanifli race. 

The fpark prepared, and Pug at hand, 
He ilTues, thus, his ftri6t command : 
** This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, 
" Render dire6i, and perpendicular; 
** But fo direct, that in no fort 
** It ever may in rings retort. 
<' See me no more till this be done : 
«* Hence, to thy talk— avaunt, be gone." 

Away the fiend like lightning flics. 
And all his wit to work applies : 

AllT*?* 
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Anvils and prefles he employs. 
And dins whole hell with hammering noife* 
In vain : he to no terms can bring 
One twirl of that reluftant thing ; 
Th* elaftic fibre mocks his pains, 
And its firft fpiral form retains. 
Kew ftratagems the fprite contrives, 
And down the depths of fea he dives : 
** This fprunt its pertnefs fure will lofe 
*' When laid (faid he) to foak in ooze.*' 
Poor foolilh fiend ! he little knew 
Whence Venus and her garden grew. 
Old Ocean, with paternal waves 
The child of his own bed receives ,• 
Which oft as dipt new force exerts. 
And in more vigorous curls reverts. 
So when to earth Alcides flung 
The huge Antaeus, whence he fprung. 
From every fall frelh ftrength he gain'd. 
And with new life the fight maintained. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd. 
Now knows what flight to pra£tife next : 
The more he tries, the more he fails ; 
Nor charm, n6r art, nor force avails. 
But all concur his fliame to fliow, 
And more exafperate the foe. 

And n6\¥ he penfive turns and fad. 
And looks like fnelancholic mad. 
He rolls his eyes now off, now oo 
That wonderful phssnomenon. 



Some- 
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Sometimes he twifts and twirls it round. 

Then, paufing, meditates profound : 

No end he fees of his furprize. 

Nor what it Ihould be can devife : » 

For never yet was wool or feather, 

That could ftand bufFagainft all weather; 

And unrelax'd, like this, refifl ^ 

Both wind and rain, and fnow and mift. 

What fluff, or whence, or liow *twas made. 

What fpinftcr which could fpin fuch thread. 

He nothing knew j but, to his coft. 

Knew all his fame and labour loft. 

Subdued, abafh'd, he gave it o'er ; 

'Tis faid, he blufh'd ; 'tis furc, he fwore 

Npt all the wiles that hell could hatch 

Could conquer that Superb Muftach. 

Defeated thus, thus difcontent, 

Back to the man the Daemon went : 

«* I grant," quoth he, " our contraft null, 

** And give you a difcharge in full. 

** But tell me novy, in name of wonder, 

" (Since I fo canclidly knock under) 

" What is this thing ? Where could it gro^ ? 

«* Pray take it— 'tis in ftatu quo. 

'* Much good may 't do you ; for my part, 

** I walh my hands of 't from my heart." 

•« In truth. Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,*' 
Replies the lad, " you 're too foon weary, 
** What, leave this trifling talk undone ! 
*' And think'ft thou this the only one } 

I " Alfts! 
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«• Alas ! were this fubdued, thoud*ft find 
«' Millions of morefuch ftill behind j 
«* Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 
*' Both you and all your whole fraternity." 



The PEASANT in Search of his HEIFER. 

A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE. 

T T fo befell : a filly fwain 
•*- Had fought his heifer long in vain j 
For wanton flie had frifking ftray*d, 
And left the lawn, to feek the (hade, 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes. 
Then, to the wood, in hafte he hies ; 
Where, fingling out the fairell tree. 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or iee. 

Anon, there chanc'd that way to pals 
A jolly lad and buxom lafs : 
The place was apt, the paflime pleafant; 
Occafion wjth her forelock prefent : 
The girl agog, the gallant ready j 
So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But io fhe turn'd, or Co was laid^ 
That fhe feme certain charms difplay'd. 
Which with fuch wonder fbruck his fight 
(With wonder, much; more, with delight) 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, " What ? 
«' What fee I, gods ! What fee I not !*^ 

But 
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But nothing nam'd ; from whence 'tis guefs'd, 
*T\vas more than well could be exprcfs'd. 

The clown aloft, who lent an ear, 
Strait ftopt him (hort in mid career: 
And louder cryM, ** Ho ! honeft fncnip 
•* Thatof tUy feeing feeft no end ; 
. •* Doft fee the heifer, that I feek > 
*• If doll, pray be fo kind to fpeak.' 

HOMER'S HYMN TO VENUS, 

QING, Mufe, the force and all -infcrming fire 

*^ O^ Cyprian Venus, goddcfs of delire : 

Her charms th' immortal minds of gods can more^ 

And tame the ftubborn race of men to love. 

The wilder herds and ravenous beaft of prey 

Her influence feel, and own her kindly Iway. 

Through pathlefs Air, and boundlefs Ocean's (pace^ 

Sle rules the featherfd kind and finny race ; 

Whole nature on herfolc fupport depends,. 

And far as life exifts, her care extends. 

Of all the numerous holl of gods above^ 
But three are found inflexible to love. 
Blue-ey'd Minerva free prcfcrvcs his heart, 
A virgin unbeguil'd by Cupid's art ; 
Jn Ihinine arms the martial maid delights. 
O'er war prcfides, and wcll-difputed fights ; 
With third of fame fhe firll the hero fir'd. 
Aid full the (kill of ufeful arts inf^ir'd ; 

N Tauijfbi 
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Taught artifts firft the carving tool to wield, 
Chariots with brafs to arm, and form the fenceful (hicld $ 
She firft taught modeft maids in early bloom 
To ftiun the lazy life, and fpin, or ply the loom. 

Diana next, th^Paphian queen defies, 
Her fmiling arts and profFer'd friendfhip flies : 
She loves, with well-mouth'd hounds and chearful horn 
Or filver- founding voice, to wake the mom, 
Towound the mountain boar,orroufe the wood -land deer : 
To draw the bow, or dart the pointed fpear, 
Sometimes, of gloomy groves ihe likes the (hades, 
And there of virgin nymph the chorus leads ; 
And fometimes feeks the town, and leaves the plains^ 
And loves fbciety where virtue reigns. 

The third celeftial power avcrie to love 
Is virgin Vefta, dear to mighty Jove j 
Whom Neptune fought to wed, and Phoebus woo'd j 
And both with fruitlefs labour long purfued ; 
For (he, feverely chafte, rejeftedboth. 
And bound her.purpofe with a folemn oath, 
A virgin life inviolate to lead j 
She fvvore, and Jove a(renting bow*d his head. 
But fince her rigid choice the joys deny'd 
Of nuptial rites, andbleflBngsof abride, 
The bounteous Jove with gifts that want fupply*d. 
' High on a throne (he fits amidft the (kies. 
And firft is fed with fumes of facrifice : 
For holy rites to Vefta firft are paid. 
And on her altar firft-fruit offerings laidf 
So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. 

4 Theie 



.1 
1 



MOM£R*S fiYMN TO VfeMtJS. r/i 
Thefe are the powers above, and only thcfe, 
M^hom Love and Chytherea*s art difpleafe : 
Of other beings, none in earth or fkies 
Her force refills, or influence denies. 
'With eafe, her charms the thundercr can bind. 
And captivate with love th* almighty mind t 
Ev'n he, whofe dread commands the gods obey. 
Submits to her, and owns fuperior fway j 
Enfiav'd to mortal beauties by her power. 
He oft defcends, his creatures to adore ; 
While, to conceal the theft from Juno's eye$p 
Some well-diircmbled fhape the gods belies, 
Juno, his wife and lifter, both in place 
And beauty, firft among th* aetherial race ; 
Whom, all-tranfcending in fuperior worth. 
Wife Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth : 
And Jove, by never-erring counfel fway'd. 
The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with juft refentment fir'd. 
The laughing queen herfelf with love infpir'd.* 
Swift through her veins the fweet contagion ran. 
And kindled in her bread defire of mortal man ; 
That fhe, like other deities, might prove 
The pains and pleafures of inferior love | 
And not infultingly the gods deride, 
Whofe fons were human by the mother's fide : 
Thus, Jove ordain 'd fhe now for man fhould bum. 
And bring forth mortal offspring in her turn. 

Amongft the fprings which flow from Ida's head, 
Hi« lowing herds the young Anchifes fe4 : 

J^i Wbo& 
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Whofc godlike form and face the fmiling queen 

Beheld, and lov'd tomadnefs foon as feen, 

To Cyprus ftrait the wounded goddcfs flies, 

Where Paphian temples in her honour rife, 

And altars fmoke with daily facrifice. 

Soon as arriv'd, (he to her fhrine repaired, 

Where entering quick, the fliining gates flic barr'd. 

The ready Graces wait, h.er baths prepare, 

And oint with Fragrant oils her flowing hair. 

Her flowing hair around her fhoulders iprtads, 

AndalJ adown ambrofial odour fheds. 

LaA, in tranfparent robes her limbs they fold, 

Enrich*d with ornaments of pureft gold. 

And thus attir'd, her chariots fiie afcends, 

And, Cyprus left, her flight to Trov (he bends. 

On Wa (he alights, then feeks the feat 
Which lov'd Anchifes chofc for his retreat : • 
And exxr as (he walk'd through lawn or wood, 
Promifcuous herds of bealts admiring (lood. 
Some humb4y follow, while fome fawning meet, 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her (ecu 
Dogs, lion«, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite. 
And the fwift panther ftops to gaze with fix'd delight. 
For, every glance Ihe gives, foft (ire imparts. 
Enkindling fweetdefire in lavage hearts. 
Inflam'd with love, alilingleout their mates. 
And to their (hady dens each pair retreats. 

Meantime the tent fliefpics fo much defir'd, 
Wiiereher Anchifes was alone recir'd ; 

With- 
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Withdrawn from all his friends and fellow-fwains, 

Who fed their flocks beneath, and fought the plains : 

In pleafing foJitude the youth (he found. 

Intent upoh his lyre's harmonious found. 

Before his eyes Jove's beauteous daughter floody 

In form and drefs, a huntrefs of the wood ; 

For had he feen the goddefs undilguis'd, 

The youth with awe and fear had been furpriz'd, 

Fix'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 

To fee a nymph fo bright, and fo attir'd. 

For from her flowing robe a luftre (pread. 

As if with radiant flames flie were airay'd; 

Her hair in part difclos'd, in part conccai'd. 

In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held ; 

With various gold and gems her neck was gracM, 

And orient pearls heav'd on her panting bread : 

Bright as the moon Ihe flionc, with ftlent light, 

A nd charmed his fcnfe with wonder and delight. 

Thus while Anchifes gaz'd, through every veja 
A thiilling joy he felt, and plcafmg pain. 
At length he fpake— " All hail, celeftial fair! 
** Who humbly doft to vifit earth repair. 
** Whoe'er thou art, defcended from above, 
•* Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, 
^* All hail ! all honour fliall to thee be paid ; 
** Or art thou* Themis ? or the f blue-ey'd maid I 
** Or, art thou fairefl of the Graces three, • 

** Who with the gods fhare immortality ? 

* The Goddefi of Equity and Ri^ht. f Pallas, 
N .3 ** Ok 
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y^* Of elfe, fome nymph, the guardian of thefe woods, 
•* Thefe caves, thefe fruitful hills, or cryftal floods > 
** Whoe'er thou art, in fome confpicuous field, 
** I, to thy honour, will an altar build, 
•* Where holy offerings I '11 each hour prepare ; 
** O prove but thou propitious to my prayer ! 
** Grant me, among the Trojan race, to prove 
** A patriot worthy of my country's lovej 
** Blefs'd in myfelf, I beg I next may be 
** Hlefs'd in my children and poftcrity : 
•* Happy in health, long let me fee the fun, 
" And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done." 
He faid.-— Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply'd, 
*' Delight of human-kind, thy fex's pride ! 
** Honour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 
** No goddefs blefs'd with immortality ; 
*' But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 
** Otreus my father (you have heard the name) 
** Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lands, 
•* And all her towns and fortrefles commands. 
<* When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 
** There was I nurs*d, and there your language taughtf 
" Then wonder not, if, thus inftrufted young,' 
«* I, like my own, can fpeak the Trojan tongue. 
*< In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold j 
•* Why thusarriv'd, I fhall the caufe unfold. 
'« As late our fports we praftis'd on the plain, 
« I and my fellow-nymph of Cynthia's train 
<* Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 
*< 'And by admiring crowds cncompafs'd round, 

« Lot 
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** Lo ! hovering o'er my head I faw the god 
** Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod : 
" Sudden he feiz'd, then bore me fcpm their fight^ 
** Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight. 
'* O'er many (^ates and peopled towns we pafs'd, 
** O'er hills and valleys, and o'er deferts waflje; 
** O'er barren moors, and o*er unwhole(bme fens, 
** And woods where beafts inhabit dreadful dens. 
«* Through all which pathlcfs way our fpeed was fuch^ 
** We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 
«* Meantime he told me, while through air we fled, 
** That Jove ordainM 1 fhould Anchiies wed, 
** And with illuftrious offspring blefs his bed: 
•* This faid, and pointing to me your abode, 
«« To heaven again up-foar'd the fwift-wing'd God% 
** Thus, of neceflity, to you I come, 
** Unknown, and loft, far from my native home. . 
** But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
" By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 
" By your good parents (for no bad couM e'er 
** Produce a fon fo graceful, good, and fair) ; 
** That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 
<* But let me hence an untouch'd maid depart; , 
«* Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 
•* Let me be to your houfe^and mother led, 
'* Me to your Either and your brothers fhow, 
•* And our alliance firft let them allow : 
«* Let me be known, and my condition own*d, 
^< And no unequal match I may be found. 

Ji4 "Equality 
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«* Equality to them my birth may claim, 
•• Worthy a daughter's or a fifter's name, 
*• Though for your wife, of too inferior fame. 
** Next, let ambafladors to Phrygia hafte, 
•* To tell my father of my fortunes pafs'd, 
** And eafe my mother in that anxious flate, 
** Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create. 
** They in return ihall prefents bring from thence 
*• Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe : 
•* You in peculiar fhall with gifts be grac'd, 
•* In price and beauty far above the reft. 
•' This done, perform the rites of nuptial love> 
" Grateful to men below, and Gods above.'* 
She faid, and from her eyes fhot fubtle fires, 
Which to his heart infinuate defires. 
Refiftlefs love invading thus his breaft» 
The panting youth the fmiling queen addrefs'd : 
** Since mortal you, of nrtortal mother came, 
*• And Otreus you report your father's name j 
<* And fincc th* immortal Herme* from above, 
** To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
'• Your wondrous beauties hither has convey'd, 
•• A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead : 
** Know, now, that neither gods nor men have power 
«• One minute to defer the happy hour, 
«« This inftant will I feize upon thy charms, 
«« Mix with thy foul, and melt within thy arms : 
** Though Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, . 
«4 S(ood ready to transfix my panting heart ; 

« Though 
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*» Though Death, though Hell, in confequen-ce attend^ 
" Thou Ihalt with me the genia) bed afcend." 

He faid, and fuddcn fnatch'd her beauteous hand j • 
The goddefs fmil'd, nor did th' attempt withfland: 
But fix'd her eyes upon the hero's bed. 
Where foft and lilken coverlets were fpread. 
And over all a counterpane wajplac'd. 
Thick fown <vith furs of many a ra\^ge beaft. 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his fpoil ; ' 

And llill remain'd the trophies of his toil. 

Now to afcend the bed they both prepare. 
And he with eager liafte difrobes the fair. 

Her fparkling necklace, firft, he laid afide ; 
Her bracelets next, and braided hair unty*d : 
And now, his bufy hand her zone unbrac'd. 
Which girt her radiant robe around her wafte ; 
Her radiant robe at laft afide was thrown, 
Whofe rofy hue with dazzling luftre (hone. 

The Queen of I^ve the youth thus difarray'd. 
And on a chair of gold her veftments laid. 
Anchifes now (fo Jove and fate ordaia*d) 
The fwect extreme of ccftafy attain'd ; 
And mortal he, was like th' immortals blefs'd, 
Not confcious of the goddefs he poflefs'd. 

But when the fwains their flocks and herds had fed,1 
And from the flowery field returning, led 
Their flieep to fold, and oxen to the Ihedj 
In foft and pleafing chains of fleep profound} 
Tiie wary goddefs her Anchiies bound ; 

Thc« 
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Then gently rifing from his {\d6 and bed, 
In all her bright attire her limbs array'd. 

And now, her fair-crown'd head aloft (he rear% 
i^or more a mortal, but herfclf appears : 
Her face refulgent, and maieftic mien, 
Confefs'd the goddefs, Love's and Beautv's Queen* 

Then thus, aloud, flie calls : " Anchir<*s, wake; 
** Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfake ; 
"•' Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came^ 
** Behold me well— fay, if I feem the fame." 

At her firft call, the chains of fleep were broke. 
And, darting from his bed, Anchifes woke : 
, But when he Venus view'd without difguife, 
Her (hining neck beheld, and radiant eyes j 
Aw'd and abafh'd, he turned his head afide^ 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confus*d with wonder, and with fear opprefs'd, 
In winged words, he thus the Queen addrefs*d : 

" When firft, O Goddefs, I thy form beheld, 
** Whofe charms fo far humanity excel I'd j 
*' To thy celeftial power my vows I paid, 
** And with humility implor'd thy aid : 
** But thou, for fecret caufe to me unknown, 
** Didft thy divine immortal ftate difown, 
** But now, I beg thee by the filial love 
** Due to thy father, iEgis-bearing Jove, 
** Companion on my human ftate to Ihow ; 
** Nor let me lead a life infirm below ; 
*• Defend me from the woes whith mortals wait, 
^ Nor let me ihare of men the common fate : 

« Since 
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*' Since never man with length of days was bleU, 
** Who in delights of love a deity pofTefs'd." 

To him, Jove's beauteous daughter thus replied: 
** Be bold, Anchifes ; in my love confide : 
** Nor me, nor other God, thou need'ft to fear, 
" For thou to all the heavenly race art dear. 
** Know, from our loves, thou flialt a fon obtain, 
** Who over all the realm of Troy fhall reign ; 
*' From whom a race of monarchs fhall defccnd, 
" And whofe poflerity ihall know no end. 
** To him thou ihalt the name iEneas g^ive, 
** As one, for whofe conception I muft grieve,' 
** Oft as I think, he to exift began 
** From my conjunction with a mortal man.'* 

But Troy, of all the habitable earth. 
To a fuperior race of men gives birth ; 
Producing heroes of th' atherial kind. 
And next refembling gods in form and mind. 

From thence great Jove to azure ikies convey'd 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th' immortals honour'd (fhange to fee !) 
The youth enjoys a blefs'd eternity." 
In bowls of gold he ruddy nectar pours. 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 
Long did the King, his fire, his abfence mourns 
Doubtful by whom, or where, the boy was borne e 
Till Jove at length, in pity of his grief, 
Difpatch'd Argicides to his relief j 
And, more with gifts to pacify his mind. 
He font him horfcs of a deathlefs kind, 
Whofe feet outflripc in fpced the rapid wind. 

Charging 
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Charging wirbal fwift Hermes to relate 
The youth's ad\'ancement to a heavenly ftate j 
Wlrere all his hours are pafs*d in circling joy, 
Which age can ne*er decay, nor death dellroy. 
Kow, when this emhafly the King receives, 
Ko more for abfent Ganymede he grieves ; 
Th« pleafing news his aged heart revives, 
And with delight his fwift- heel'd Heeds he drives. 

** Cue when the goldcn-thron'd Aurora njade 
*• Tithonus partner of her rofy bed, 
** (Tithonus too was of the Trojan line, 
•* Relembling gods in face and form divine) 
•* For him flic ftra'it the thunderer addrefs'd, 

<* That with perpetual life he might be blcfs'd ! 
*< Jove heard her prayer, and granted her requeft. 

•* But ah ! how raih was flie, how indifcreet ! 

•* The mod material bleffing to omit ; 

•* Negle6ling, or not thinking to provide, 

•* That length of days might be with ftrength fuppHed ; 

•* And to her lover's endlefs life, engage 

••An endlefs youth, incapable of age. 

** But hear what fate befell this heavenly fair, 

•* In gold entluon'd, the brighteft child of air. 

•* Tithonus, while of plealing youth poflcl's'd, 

** Is by Aurora with delight carefs'd j 

«* Dear to her arms, he in her court reiides, 

** Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utmoft tides. 
•* But when fhe faw grey hairs begin to fpread, 

** Defonn bis beaid, and diikdorn his hcad^ 

*'The 
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** The god(^LTs cold in he? embraces gfe\v, 
** His arms declin'd, and from his bed withdrew ; 
" Yet ftill a kind of nurfmg care (lie fhow'd, 
** And food ambrofial, and rich cloaths bcftowM : 
«* But when of age he felt the fad extreme, 
** And every nerve was ihrunk, and limb was lame> 
*' Lock'd in a room her ufelefs fpoufe (he left, 
** Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft. 
** On terms like thefe, I never can defire 
*' Thou fliould'ft to immortality afpire. 

" Could'ft thou indeed, as now thou art, remain* 
** Thy flrength, thy btauty, and thy youth retain, 
** Could'll thou forever thus my hufband prove, 
*' I might live happy in thy endlefs love ; 
** Nor fhould I e'er have caufe to dread the day, 
** When I muft mourn thy lofs and life's decay. 
** But thou, alas ! too foon and fure muft bend 
** Beneath the woes which painful age attend 5 
** Inexorable age ! whofe wretched ftate 
*« All mortals dread, and all immortals hate. 

** Now, know, I alfo muft my portion ftiare, 
«* And for thy fake reproach and ftiame muft bear. 
** For I, who heretofore in chains of love 
** Could captivate the minds of gods above, 
** And force them, by my all-fubduirg charms, 
*^ To figh and languifh in a woman's arms : 
** Muft now no more that power fuperior boaft, 
«* Nor tax with weaknefs the celeftial hoft ; 
*• Since I myfelf this dear amends have made» 
** And am atlait by my own aits betray'd. 

" Errinjf 
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** Erring like them, with appetite deprav'd, 
** This hour, by thee, I have a fon conceiv'd ; 
*' Whom hid beneath my zone, I muft conceal, 
** Till Time his being and my fhame reveal. 

** Him fhall the nymphs who thefc fair woods adorn 
** In their deep bofoms nurfc, as foon as born ; 
** They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
^* Are faid to Tpring, yet on Ambrofia feed, 
** And long they live, and oft in chorus join 
** With gods and goddclTes in dance divine. 
*' Thefe the Sileni court j thcfe Hermes loves, 
** And their embraces feeks in Ihady groves. 
** Their origin and birth thefe nymphs deduce 
** From common parent earth's prolific juice; 
** With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brow, 
** Or ample-fpreading oaks at once they grow ; 
** All have their trees allotted to their care, 
*' Whofe growth, duration, and decreafe they ihare. 
** But holy are thefe groves by mortals held, 
" And therefore by the ax are never fellM. 
*' But when the fate of fome fair tree draws nigh, 
** It firft appears to droop, and then grows dry ; 
** The bark to crack and perifli next is feen, 
** And laft the boughs it fheds,^ no longer green : 
** And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
♦* And live and die coaeval with their trees. 

** Thefe gentle nymphs, by my perfuafion won, 
<* Shall in their fweet recefTes nurfe my fon ; 
** And when his cheeks with youth's firft blufhes glow, 
<* To thee the facred maids the boy ihall fhow. 

, "More 
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" More to inftruft thee, when five years (hall end, 
" I will again to vifit thee defcend, 
** Bringing thy beauteous fon to charm thy fight, 
" Whofe godlike form (hall fill thee with delight j 
" Him will I leave thenceforward to thy care, 
** And will that with him thou to Troy repair : 
** There, if enquiry (hall be made, to know 
** To whom thou doft fo bright an offspring owe 5 
** Be fure thou nothing of the truth detedt, 
** But ready anfwcr make as I direft. 
<* Say of a fylvan nymph the fair youth came^ 
** And Calycopis call his mother's name. 
** For (hould*ft thou boafl the truth, and madly own 
** That thou in blifs hadft Cytherea known, 
** Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 
*• And with avenging thunder (Irike thee dead. 
'* Now all is told thee, and juft caution given, 
** Be fecret thou, and dread the wrath of heavea*** 

She faid, and fudden foar'd above his fight. 
Cutting through liquid air her heavenward flight. 

AH hail, bright Cyprian Queen ! thee firft I praiie^. 
Then to fome other power transfer my lays. 
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ODE TO THE SUN, 

For the N E W - Y E A R, 1707. 

*' Augur, & fulgcnte decorus arcu 

" Phoebus accept u{que novem Camoenis, 

** Qui falutari levat arte feflbs 

<« Corporis artus ; ■ 

** Alterum ii^ Luftrum meliufque femp^ 

** Proroget aevum.*' HoR. 

I. 
"D EGIN, celeftial fource of light, 
^ To gild the new-revolving fphere ; 
And from the pregnant womb of night. 
Urge on to birth the infant year. 

O 3 Rich 



198 FENTON'S POEMS. 

Rich with aufpicious luftre rife. 

Thou faireft regent of the Ikies, 

Confpicuous with thy filver bow f 

To thee, a god, 'twas given by Jove 

To role the radiant orbs above, 

To Gloriana this below, 

II. 

With joy renew thy deftin'd face. 
And let the mighty months begin : 
Let no ill omen cloud thy face. 
Through all thy circle fmile ferenc. 
While the ftertu minifters of fate 
Watchful o*er pale Lutetia wait, 
To grieve the GauPs perfidious head ; 
The hours, thy offspring heavenly fair. 
Their whiteft wings fbould ever wear. 
And gentle joys on Albion {hed. 
III. 

When Ilia bore the future fates of Rome, 
And the long honours of her race began. 
Thus, to prepare the graceful age to come. 
They from thy ftores in happy order ran. 
Heroes clc6led to the lift of fame, 
Fix'd the fui-e columns of her rifing flate : 
Till the loud triumphs of the Julian name 
Rendered the glories of her reign compleat. 
Each year advanced a rival to the refti 
In comely fpoils of war, and great atchicvemcnts dreft. 

Say, 
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I. 

Sayj Phoebus, for thy fearching eye 
Saw Rome the darling child of fate. 
When nothing equal here could vie 
In ftrength with her imperious ftate ; 
Say if high virtues there did reign, 
Exalted in a nobler ftrain. 
Than in fair Albion thou haft feen : 
Or can her demi-gods compare 
Their trophies for fuccefsful war, 
To thofe that rife for Albion's Queen ! 
II. 

When Albion firft majcftic fliew'd 
High o'er the circling feas her head, 
Her the great Father fmiling view'd, 
And thus to bright Vitloria faid : 
Mindful of Phlegra's happy plain. 
On which, fair nymph, you fix'd my reign. 
This ifle to you fhall facred be ; 
Her hand fhall hold the rightful fcalc. 
And crowns be vanquifh'd, or prevail. 
As Gloriana Ihall decree. 

III. 

Viftoria triumph in thy great increafe! 
With joy the Julian ftem the Tyber claims. 
Young Ammon's might the Granic waves confcfs j 
The Hcber had a Mars, a Churchill Thames : 
Roll, Sovereign of the ftreams ! thy rapid tide. 
And bid thy brother floods revere the Queen, 
Whofc voice the hero's happy hand employ *d 
To favc the Danube^ and fubdue the Seine ; 

O 4 And, 
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And, boldly juft to Glonana*s fame, 

Exalt thy filver urn, and duteous homage claim. ' 

I. ' 

Advanc*d to thy meridian height, 
On earth, great God of Day, look down? 
I^ct Windfor entertain thy fight, 
•Clad in fair emblems of renown : 
And whilft in radiant pomp appear 
The names to bright Vi6Voria dear. 
Intent the long proccffion view : 
Confcfs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was dcck'd with more. 
Than fhc confers on ChurchiU's brow. 
II. 

But oh ! withdraw thy piercing rays. 
The nymph anew begins to moan. 
Viewing the much-lamented fpace. 
Where late "her warlike William flione : 
There fix*d by her officious hand. 
His fword and fccptre of command 
To deathlefs fame adopted reft : 
"Kor wants three to compleat her woe, 
Placed with rerpc6^fui love below. 
The ftar that bcam'd on Glouceftcr's breaft. 
III. 
O Phoebus ! all thy faving power employ. 
Long let our vows avert the deftin'd woe. 
Ere Gloriana rc-afcends the fky, 
And leaves a land of orphans here below ! 

Btit 
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But when (fo Heaven ordains !) Ficr fmiling ray 
Diftinguifh'd o'er the balance (hall prefide, 
Whilft future kings her ancient fccptrc fway, 
May her mild influence all their councils guide : 
To Albion cverconllant in her love, 
■ Of Sovereigns here the l)eft, the brightefl liar aboye. 
I. 

For lawlcfs power, rcclaim*d to right. 
And virtue rais'd by pious arms. 
I.ct Albion be thy fair delight, 
And 'fhicld her fafe from threatcn'd harms i 
With flowers and fruit her bofom fill, 
J^ct laurel rile on every hill ' 

Frelh as the firft on Daphne's brow : 
Inftruft her tuneful fons to fing, 
And make each vale with Paeans ring. 
To Blenheim and Rami Ilia due. 
II. 

Secure of bright eternal fame, 
With happy wing the Theban fwan 
Towering from Pifa's (acred ftream, 
Infpir'd by thee the fong began : 
Through defarts of unclouded light, 
WJien he harmonious took his flight, 
The gods conflrain'd the founding fpheres t 
Still Envy darts her rage in vain. 
The luftrc of his worth to flain. 
He growing whiter with his y«an. 
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III. 

But, Phosbus, god of numbers, high to raife 
The honours of thy art, and heavenly lyre. 
What Mufe is deilin*d to our fovereign*s praife. 
Worthy her afts, and thy informing fire ? 
To him, for whom this fpringing laurel grows. 
Eternal on the topmoft heights of fame, 
Be kind, and all thy Helicon difclofe ; 
And all intent on Gloriana's name. 
Let filence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air. 
As when to yi6lor Jove thou fung'fl the giants war. 
I. 

In fure records each fhining deed. 
When faithful Clio fets to view, 
Pofterity will doubting read. 
And fcarce bejieve her annals true : 
The Mufes toil with art to raife 
Fi£iitious monuments of praife. 
When otlier anions they rehearie ; 
But half of Gloriana's reign. 
That fo the reft may credit gain. 
Should pafs unregifter*d in vcrfe. 
IL 

High on its own eftablifh'd bafe 
Prevailing virtue's pleas'd to rife ; 
Divinely deck'd with native grace. 
Rich in itfelf with folid joys : 
Ere Gloriana on the throne. 
Quitting for Albion's reft her own,. 

In 
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In typ^s of regal power was fcen : 
With fair pre-eminence confeft 
It triumph'd in a private breaft. 
And made the Frincefs more than Queen, 
III. 

O PhoDbus ! would thy godhead not refuie 
This humble inccnfe, on thy altar laid ; 
Would thy propitious ear attend the Mufe, 
That fuppliant now invokes thy certain aid ; 
With Mantuan force I'd mount a (Ironger gale^ 
And fmg the parent of her land, who ftrove 
T' exceed the tranfports of her people's zeal. 
With afts of mercy, and majeflic love ; 
By fate, to fix Britannia's empire, given 
The guardian power of earth, and public care of hcavea* 
I. 

Then, Churchill, ihould the Mufe record 
The conquefls by thy fword atchievM ; 
Quiet to Belgian dates reftor'd. 
And Auftrian crowns by thee retrieved. 
Imperious Leopold confefs'd 
His hoary majefty diftrefs'd ; 
To arms, to arms, Bavaria calls. 
Nor with lefs terror ihook his throne 
Than when the rifmg crefcent (hone 
Malignant o*cr his ihatter'd walls. 
II. 

The warrior led the Britons forth 
On foreign fields to dare their fate ; 
Djftinguifh'd fouls of ihining worthy 
In wax- unknowing to retreat : Thou, 
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Thou, Phoebus, faw'ft the hero's face, 
When Mars had breath'd a purple grace, 
And mighty fury fill*d his bread : 
How like tnyfelf, when to dcftroy 
The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ, 
Fierce with thy golden quiver dreft ! 
III. 

Sudden, whilft banifh'd from his native land, 
Red with difhonefl wounds Bavaria mourn*d, 
The Chief, at Glorlana's high command, 
•Like a rouz'd lion to the Maes retum*d ; 
"AVith vengeful fpeed the "Britifli fword he drew, " 
Unus'd to grieve his hoft with long delay ; 
Whilft wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew ; 
As when the morning ftar reftorcs the day, 
The wandering ghofts of twenty thoufand ilain 
Fleetfullen to thefhadesfrom Blenheim's mournful plaia^ 
I. 

Britannia, wipe thy dufty brow. 
And put the Bourbbn laurels on -, 
To thee deliver*d nations bow. 
And blefs the fpoils thy wars have vvon. 
For thee Bellona points her fpear, 
And whilft lamenting mothers fear, 
On high her fignal torch xiifplays j 
But when thy fword is ihcath*d, again 
Obfcquious ihe receives thy chain. 
And fmooths her violence of face. 

II. Parent 
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Parent of arms ! for ever (land 
With large incrcafe of fame revcr'd, . 
Whilft arches to thy faving hand 
On Danube's grateful banks are reared, • 
Eugene, infpir'd to war by thee, 
Aufonia's weeping dates to free, 
Swift on th' imperial eagle flies ; 
Whilft, bleeding, from his azure bed 
Th' alTerted Iber lifts his head. 
And fafe his Auftrian lord enjoys* 
III. 

I Britannia ! fix'd on foreign wars, 
Guiltlefs of civil rage extend thy name : 
The waves of utmoft ocean, and the ftars,. 
Are bounds but equal to thy fovereign^s fame. 
With deeper wrath-^hy viftor lion roars, 
Wide o'er the fubjeft world difiufing fear, 
Whilft Gallia weeps her guilt, - and peace implores ; 
So Earth, transfix'd by fierce Minerva's ipear, 
A gentler birth obedient did difclofe; 
And fudden from the wound eternal olives rofe. 
I. 

When with eftablifti'd freedom blefs*d. 
The globe to great Alcides bow'd, ' ' 

Whofc happy power reliev'd th* opprefs'd ■ '• 

From lawlefs chains, and checkM the proud; 
Mature in fame, the grateful gods -■• •* 

Received him to their bright abodes : 

Whc«j 
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Where Hebe crown'd his blooming joys ; 
Garlands the willing Mufes wove, 
And each with emulation ftrovc 
T' adorn the Churchill of the ikies. 
II. 

For Albion's Chief, ye facred Nine ! 
Your harps with generous ardour firing. 
With Fame's immortal trumpet join, 
And fefe beneath hfs laurel ling : 
When clad in vines the Seine fhall glide. 
And duteous in a fmoothcr tide 
To Britilh Seas her tribute yield ; 
Wakeful at Honour's flirine attend. 
And long with living beams defend 
From night, the warrior's votive fhicld. 
III. 

And, Woodflock, let his dome exalt thy fame. 
Great o*er thy Norman ruins be reftor'd ; 
Thou that with pride doft * Edward's cradle claim. 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord : 
Whilft every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of conqueft wears, 
And all thy walls are drefs'd with mingled fpoils. 
Gathered on fam'd Ramillia and Poiftiers, 
High on thy tower the grateful flag difplay. 
Due to tliy Queen's reward, and Blenheim's glorious day. 

» The Black Prince. 

FLORE- 
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F L O R E L I O. 
A PASTORAL, 

Lamenting the Death of the late 

MARCVUIS OF BLAND FORD. 

AS K not the caufe why all the tuneful fwains. 
Who usM to fill the vales with tender ilrains. 
In deep defpair neglc6l the warbling reed. 
And all their bleating flocks refufe to feed. 
Afk not why greens and flowers fo late appear 
To cloath the glebe, and deck the fpringing year; 
Why founds the lawn with loud laments and cries. 
And fwoln with tears to floods the rivulets rife : 
The fair Florelio now has left the plain. 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Dritilh Avain. 

For thee, lov*d youth ! on every vale and lawn. 
The nymphs and all thy fellow-fliepherds moan. 
The little birds now ceafe to fing and love. 
Silent they fit, and droop on every grove : 
, No mounting lark now warbles on the wing. 
Nor linnets chirp to chcar the fullen fpring : 
Only the melancholy turtles coo, 
And Philomel by night repeats her woe. 
O, charmer of the ftiades ! the tale prolong, 
Nor let tho morning interrupt thy fong : 
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Or foftly tune thy tender notes to mine. 

Forgetting Tercus, make my forrows thine. 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britifh fwain. 

Say, all ye (hades, where late he us'dtore/l,. 
If e'er your beds with lovelier fwain wercprcft j 
l^ay, all ye filverftreams, if e'er ye bore 
The image of fo fair a face before. 
BVit now, ye ftreams, aflift me whilfti mourn, 
For never muft the lovely fwain return ; 
And, as thefe flowing tears incrcafe your tide, 
•O, murmur for the fhepherd as ye glide ; 
Be fure, ye rocks, while I my grief dilclofe. 
Let your fad echoes lengthen out my woc3-: 
Ye breezes, bear theplafntive accent on. 
And, whifpering, tell the woods Florelio*s gone. 
For ever gon€, and left the lonely plain, 
And is thegrief,who was the grace, of every Britifli fwaia. 

Ripe ftrawberries for thee, and peaches grew. 
Sweet to the tafte, and tempting red to view. 
For thee the rofe put fweeter purple on, 
IVeventing, by her hafte, the fummer-fun. 
But now the flowers all pale and blighted lie, 
And in cold fweats of fickly mildew die. 
Nor can the bees- fuck from the fhrivcl'd blooms 
^therial fweets, toilorc their golden combs. 
Oft* on thy lips they would their labour leave. 
And fweeter odours from thy mouth receive : 
Sweet as the boeath of Flora, when (he lies 
In jafmine fhades; and for young Zephyr fighs. 

X But 
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))ut now thofe lips are cold ; relentlefs death 

Hath chill'd their charms, and ftopt thy balmy breath. 

Thofe eyes, where Cupid tipp'd his darts with fire. 

And kindled in the coldeft nymphs defire, 

Robb'd of their beams, in evcrlafting night 

Are clos'd, and give us woes as once delight : 

And thou, dear youth, haft left the lonely plain, 

And art the grief, who wert the grace, of every Britiflifwain. 

As in his bower the dying fliepherd lay, 
*rhe Ihepherd yet fo young, and once fo gay ! 
*rhe nymphs that fwim the ftream, and range the wood^ 
And haunt the flowery meads, around him ftood. 
There tears down each fair cheek unbounded fell. 
And, as he gafj^'d, they gave a fad farewel. 
Softly, they cry'd, as fleeping flowers are clos'd 
By night, i>e thy dear eyes by death composed : 
A gentle fall may thy young beauties have. 
And golden flumbers wait thee in the grave : 
Yearly thy hearfe with garlands we'll adorn. 
And teach young nightingales for thee to mourn ; 
Bees love tlic blooms, the flocks the bladed grain, 
Nor lefs wert thou belov'd by every fwain. 
Come, ihepherd s, come, perform the funeral due. 
For he was ever good and kind to you : 
On every fmootheft beech, in every grove, 
In weeping characters record your love. 
And as in memory of Adonis flain, 
When for the youth the Syrian maids complain. 
His river, to record the guilty day, 
With frefljy bleeding purple ftains the fea : 

P Sii 
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So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our woe, 

And bid thy ftrcam in plaintive murmurs flow : 

Thy head with thy own willow boughs adorn. 

And with thy tears fupply the frugal urn. 

The fwains their fhcep, the nymphs Ihall leave the lawn ; 

And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 

His mother, while they there lament, (hall be 

The queen of love, the lov'd Adonis he ; 

On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait. 

And he too like Adonis in his fate ! 

For frelhin fragrant youth he left the plan. 

And isthe grief, who was the grace, of every Britifh fwain. 

No more the nymphs, that o'er the brooks prefide, 
Drefs their gay beauties by the cryftal tide ; 
Nor fly thcwintery winds, nor fcorching fun. 
Now he, for whom they ft rove to charm, is gone. 
Oft' they beneath their reedy coverts figh'd. 
And lookM, and long'd, and for Florelio dy'd. 
Of him they fang, and with foft ditties llrove 
To footh the plealing agonies of love. 
But now they roam, diftraftcd with defpair. 
And cyprefs, twin*d with mournful willows, wear. 
Thus, hand in hand, around his grave they go. 
And faffron-buds and fading lilies ftrow. 
With fprigs of myrtle mix'd, and ftattering cry, 
So fwect and foft the fliepherd was ! fo foon decreed to die { 
There frefli, in dear remembrance of their woes. 
His name the young anemonies difclofe : 
Nor ftrange they fliould a double grief avow, * 
Then Venus wept, and PaftyrcUa now, 

ft Brcatlit 
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Breathe foft, ye winds ! long let them paint the plain, 

Unliurt, untouch'd by every palling Twain. 

And when, yc nymphs, to make the irarlands gay. 

With which yc crown th« Miibcfs of the May : 

Yc (hall thcfc flowers to bind her temples take, 

() pluck them gently tor Florelio's fake ! 

And wlicn through Woodftock's green retreats ye dray. 

Or Ahhrop*s flowery vales invite to play; 

O'er which young TaftorcUa's beauties bring 

Klylium carlv, and improve the fpring : 

When evening gales attentive filence keep. 

And heiiven its balmy dew begins to weep, 

By the fot't fall of every warbling Iheam, 

Sigh your fad airs, and blefs the fhepherd's name : 

There to the tender lute attune your woe, 

While hyacinths and myrtles round yc grow. 

S.) may Sylvanus ever 'tend your bowers^ 

And Zephyr brulh the mildew from the flowers ! 

Bid all tiic fwans from Cam and Ifis hafte, 

In the melodious choir to breathe their laft. 

O Colin, Colin, could I there complain 

Like thee, when young Philifidcs was flain ! 

Thou fweet frequenter of the Mufcs' ft ream ! 

Why have I not thy voice, or thou my theme ? 

Though weak my voice, though lowly be my lays. 

They fliall be facrcd to the fhepherd's praife : 

To him my voice, to him my lays belong, 

And bright Myrtilla now muft live unfung : 

Even (he, whole artlefs beauty blcfs'd me more 

Tiian ever Twain was blefs 'd by nympli bciore; 

P » Whik 
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While every tender figh to Teal our blifs, 

Brought a kind vow, and everj*^ vow a kifs : 

Fair, chafte, and kind, yet now no more can move. 

So much my grief is Ihonger than my love : 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiflifwain, 

As when fome cruel hind has borne away 
The turtle's nefl, and made the young his prey. 
Sad in her native grove (lie fits alone. 
There hangs her wings, and murmurs out licr moan. 
So the bright ihepherdefs, who bore the boy, 
Beneath a baleful yew docs weeping liej 
Nor can the fair the weighty woe fuftain. 
But bends, like rofes crufli'd with falling rain ; 
Nor from the filent earth her eyes removes, "^ 

That, weeping, languifh like a dying dove's. 
Not fuch her look (fevere reverfe of fate !) 
When little Loves in every dimple fate j 
And all the Smiles delighted to refort 
On the calm heaven of her foft cheeks to fport : 
Spft as the clotids mild April evenings wear, 
Which drop frclh flowrets on the youthful year. 
The fountain's fall can't lull her wakeful woes, 
Nor poppv-garlands give the nymph rcpofe : 
Througii prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves. 
O'er hills and daltb, and cragey clitis, fhe roves. 
And when fhc fpies, beneath fome filent Ihadc, 
The daifics prers**d, where late his limbs were laid. 
To the cold print there clofe fhe joins her face. 
And all with gufliing tears bedews the grafs. 

4 There 



F t OREL I' O. 413 

There with loud plaints (he wounds the pitying {kies. 
And, oh ! return, my lovely youth, fhe cries ; 
Return, Florelio, with thy wonted charms 
Fill the foft circle of my lopging arms.— 
Ceafe, fair affliflion, ceafc 1 the lovely boy 
In Death's cold arms muftpiale and breathlefs lie. 
The Fates can never change their firft decree, 
Or fure they would have chang'd this one for thee. 
Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal mean, 
Ceres her daughter loft, and thou thy fon. 
Thy fon for ever now has left the plain. 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiflifwain, 
Adieu, ye mofty caves, and ihady groves, • • 

Once happy fcenes of our fuccefsful loves : 
Ye hungry herds,* and bleating flocks, adieu ! 
Flints- be your" beds, and browze the bitter yew. 
Two lambs alone fhall be my charge to feed, 
For yearly on his grave two lambs fhall bleed. 
This pledge of lafting love, dear fhade, receive^ 
"Tis all, alas, a fhephcrd's love can give ! 
But grief from its own power will fet me free, 
Will fend me foon a willing ghoft to thee : 
Crept in the flowery fpring of youth, I'll go 
With hafty joy to wait thy ihade below : 
In ever-fragrant meads, and jafmine-bowers 
We'll dwell, and all Rlyfium fliall be ours. 
"Where citron groves a?thereal odours broflthc. 
And ftrcams of flowing cryftal purl beneath ; 
Where all are cvtr young, and heavenly fair, 
As here above thy lifter Graces arc. 
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1. 
^T7"HAT art thou. Life, whofc flay wc court? 

What is thy rival death we fear ? 
Since we 're but fickle Fortune's fpoit, 
Why fliould (hewifh V inhabit here, 
And think the race we find fo rough too fliort ? 

II. 
While in the womb we forming lie. 
While yet the lamp of life difplays 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays, 
l^ew ifluing from Non-cntjty ; 
The fhell of flelh pollutes with fin 
Its gem, the foul, juft enter'd in ; 
And, by tranfmitted vice defil'd. 
The fiend commences with the child. 

IIT. 
In this dark region future fates arc bred> 

And mines of fecret ruin laid : 

Hot fevers here long kindling lie. 

Prepared with flaming whips to rage. 

And lafli on lingering deftiny, 
Whene'er cxcefs has fir'd our riper age. 
Here brood in infancy the gout and flone. 
Fruits of cor fathers' follies, not our own. 
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Ev'n with our nouriihment \vc death rcceivcy 

For here our guiltlcfs mothqrs give 

Poifon for food when firft wc live. 
Hence noifome humours * fweat through every porC| 
And blot us with an undiftinguiHi'd fore : 
Nor, mov'd with beauty, will the dire difcafe 

Forbear on faultlefs forms to fcize ; 

But vindicates the good, the gay, 

The wife, the young, its common prey. 
HaJ all, ccnjoin'd in one, had power to fave. 
The Mufus had not wept o'er Blandford's grave. 
IV. 

The fpark of pure atherial light 

That acluatcs this fleeting frame. 
Darts through the cloud of flcfli a fickly flame. 
And fccms a glow-worm in a winter-night. 

But man would yet look wondrous wife. 

And equal chains of thought devife ; 

Intends his mind on niighty fchemcs. 

Refutes, defines, confirms, declaims j 

And diagrams he draws, t* explain 

The Icarn'd chimeras of his brain j 
And, with imaginary wifdom proud. 
Thinks on the goddefs while he clips the cloud. 

V. 
Through Error's mazy grove, with fruitlefs toil, 

Pei-plex'd with puzzling doubts wc roam ; 

Falfe images our fight beguile, 

But ftili we ftumblc through the gloom, 

* The fmall-pox. Aai 
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And fcience feek, which (till deludes the mind. 

Yet, more enamour'd with the race, 
Witli difproportion'd fpeed we urge the chace : 
In vain ! the various prey no bounds retrain ; 
Fleeting it only leaves, t' increafe our pain, 
A cold unfatisfying fcent behind. 
VI. 
Yet, gracious God ! prefumptuous man 
With random guefTes makes pretence 
To found thy fearchlefs providence 
From which he firft began : 
Like hooded hawks we blindly tower. 
And circumfcribe, with fancy'd laws, thy power. 
Thy will the rolling orbs obey. 
The moon, prefiding o'er the fea. 
Governs the waves with equal I'way : 
But man perverfe, and lawlefs ftill. 
Boldly runs counter to thy will ; 
Thy patient thunder he defies ; 
Lays down falfe principles, and moves 
By what his vicious choice approves ; 
And, when he 's vainly wicked, thinks he *s wife. 
VII. 
Return, return, too long mi fled ! 
With filial fear adore thy God : 
Ere the vaft deep of heaven was fpread. 
Or body firft in fpacc abode. 
Glories ineffable adorn'd his head. 
Unnumber'd feraphs round the burning throne, 
Sung to th' incomprehenfible Three-One ; 

Yet 
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Yet then his clemency did pleafe 

With lower forms t' augment his train. 

And made thee, wretched creature, Man^ 

Probationer of happintfs. 
VIII. 
On the vaft ocean of his wonders here. 

We momentary bubbles rids, 

Till, crufh'd by the tcmpelluous tide. 
Sunk in the parent flood we difappear : 
We, who {6 gawdy on the waters Ihone, 
Proud, like the fhoweiy bow, with beauties not our own, 

IX. 
But, at the fignal given, this earth and fea 

Shall il't their flceping vaflals free ; 

And the belov'd 6f God, 

The Faithful, and the Juft, 

Like Aaron's chofen rod. 

Though dry, fhall blolfom in the duft : 
Then, gladly bounding from their dark reftraints^ 
The Ik'jletons Ihall brighten into faints. 
And, fiom mortality rcfin'd, fhall rife 
To meet their Saviour coming in the Ikies : 
Infrruded then by intuition, we 
Shall the vain efforts of our wifdom fee ; 

Shall then impartially confcfs 

Our dcmonftration v/as but gucfs ; 
That Knowledge, which from human reafon flows. 



And Faith her fteady mounds oppofc. 
Is Ignorance at befl:, and often woric. 
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I 
PART OF THE 

FOURTEENTH CHAPTER OF ISAIAH 
PARAPHRASED. 

■^OW has th» Almighty Father, feated high 
-*^^ In ambient glories from th' eternal throne 
Vouchfaf'd corapaffion ; and th' affli«5livc power 
flas broke, whofe iron fceptre long had bruis'd 
The groaning nations. Now returning Peace, 
, Bove-cy'd, and rob'd in white, the blifsful land 
Deigns to re-vifiti whilft beneath her fleps 
The foil, with civil flaughtcr oft' tnanar'd, 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their high tops 
The cedars wave, exulting o'er thy fall, 
Whofe ftecl from the tall monarch of the grove 
Scver'd the regal honours, and up tore 
The fcions blooming in the parent Ihade. 

When vehicled in flame, thou flow didft pafs 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary realms 
With loud acclaim receiv'd tlite. Tyrants old 
(Gigantic forms, with human blood bcfmear'd) 
Rofo from their thrones ; for thrones they fl:ill poflfefsji 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
O emulous of our crimes, here doom'd to reign 
Afibciate of our woe ? Nor cora'ft thou girt 
With livery 'd flaves, or bands of warrior-knights, 
Wiiich cril before thee flood, a flattering crowd ; 

Obfcrvant 
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Obfcrvant of thy brow ; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs. 
Thy panegyric chaunt ; but, huih'd in death, 
Like us thou ly'll unwept ; a corfc oblcene 
With dull, and prcving worms, bare and dcfpoird 
Of ill-got pomp. We hail thee our compeer S 

Plow art thou with dim'.nilh'd glory fall'n 
From thy proud zenith, fwift as meteors glide 
Ailope a lummcT-tvc ! Of all the ftars 
Titled the firll and faireft, thou didft hope 
To /hare divinity, or haply more, 
Klatcd as fuprcme when o'er the North 
Thy bloody banners ftrcam'd, to rightful king* 
Portending ruinous downfal j wondrous low. 
Opprobrious iind dcteftcd art thou thrown, 
Dlf'-ob'd of ail thy fplendors : round thee fland 
The fwarming populace, and with fix'd regard 
Eyeing thee pale and breathlcfs, fpend their rage 
In taunting fpcech, and jovial aik their friends. 
Is this The Mighty, whofl* imperious yoke 
We bore rjluftant, who to defeit wiJds 
And haunts of favages transform'd the marts. 
And capital cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 
Or exile on the peerage ? How becalm'd 
The tyrant lies, whofe noftrils us'd to breathe 
Tcmpcfts of wrath, and fhook eftablifh'd thrones ! 

In folemn (late the bones of pious kings, 
Gathered to their great fires, are fafe repos'd 
Beneath the weeping vault : but thou, a branch 
Biaflcd and curs'd by heaveo, to dogs and fowls 

Art 
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Art doomM a banquet ; mingling fome remains 
With criminals unabfolv'd ; on all thy race 
Tranfmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domes 
Thy children ikulk erroneous and forlorn, 
Fearing perdition, and for mercy fue 
With eyes uplift, and tearful. From thy feed 
The fceptre heaven refumes, by thee ufurp*d 
By guile and force, and fway'd with lawlefs rage. 

VERSES ON THEUNION. 

TH E Gaul, intent on univerfal f\vay, 
Sees his ownfubjefts with conftraint obey; 
And they who moft his rifing beams ador'd, 
Weep in their chains, and wilh another lord. 
But, if the Mufe not uninfpir'd prefage, 
Juftice (hall triumph o'er oppreffivc rage : 
His power (hall be reclaimed to rightful laws. 
And all, like Savoy, (hall defert his caufe. 
So when to diftant vales an eagle fteers, 
His fierccncfs not difarm'd by length of years ; 
From his ftretch*d wing he fees the feathers fly. 
Which bore him to his empire of the iky. 

Unlike, great Queen, thy Ik-ps to deathlels fame; 
O bed, O greateft of thy royal name ! 
Thy Britons, fam'd for arts, in battle brave. 
Have nothing now to cenfure, or to crave : 
Ev'n Vice and factious Zeal are held in awe, 
Thy court a temple, and thy life a law. 

When 
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Wlien edg'd with terrors, by thy vengeful hand 
The fword is drawn to gore a guilty land ; 
Thy mercy cures the wound thy juftice gave. 
For 'tis thy lov'd prerogative to fave : 
And Victory, to grace thy triumph, brings 
Pabiis in her hand, with healing in her wings. 

But as mild heaven on Eden's opening gems 
Bcftow'd the balmieft dews, and brighieft beams: 
So, whilft remotcrt climes thy influence iharc, 
Britain 's the darling objeft of thy care : 
By thy wife councils, and refiftlefs might. 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Before thou bid '11 the diftant battles ceafe. 
Thy piety cements domcftic peace ; 
Impatient of delay to fix the (late. 
Thy dove brings olive ere the waves abate. 

Hail, happy fiiler-lands ! for ever prove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love; 
Kindled from heaven, be your aufpicious flame 
As lafting, and as bright, as Anna's fame ! 
And thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our toil, 
Vv'irh us divide the danger, and the Ipoil : 
When thy brave fons, the friends of Mars avow'd. 
In ftccl around our Albion ftandards crowd j 
Av^hat Vv'ondcrs in the war fliali now be fliown 
By her, who fingle fliook the Gallic tlurone ! 

The day diaws nigh, in which the warrior-queen 
Shall wave her union-croflcs o'er the Seine : 
Rouz'd with heroic warmth unfelt before, 
Ecr lions with redoubled fury roari 

And 
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And urging on to fame, widi joy behold 
The woody walks in which they ranged of old. 
O Loyis, long the terror of thy arms 
Has aw'd the continent with dire alarms ; 
Exulting in thy pride, with hope to Ice 
Empires and ftatcs derive their power from thee; 
From Britain's equal hand the Icaie to wreft, 
And rcjgn without a rival o'er the weft : 
But now the laurels, by thy rapine torn 
From Bclgiara groves, in early triumphs borne ; 
Withered and Icaflefs in tliy winter ftand. 
Expos 'd a prey to every hoftile hand : 
By ftrange extrcnies of deftiny decreed 
To flourilh, and to fall with equal fpeed; 

So the young gourd, around the prophet's head 
With fwift encicafe her fragrant honours fpread j 
Beneath the growing Ihade fecure he fate. 
To fee the towers of Ninus bow to fate ; 
But, cursM by heaven, the greens began to fade, 
A>nd> fickening, ludden as they rofc, decay'd. 



CUPID AND HYMEN. 

CUPID rcfign'd to Sylvia's care 
His bow, and quiver ftorM with darts ; 
CommilFioning the matchlefs fair. 
To fill his ibrine with bleeding hearts. 



His 



CUPID AND HYMEN 213. 

His empire thus fecur'd, he flies 

To fport amid th' Idalian grove ; 
Whofc fcather'd choirs proclaim'd the joys. 

And blefs'd the pleafing power of love. 

The god their grateful fongs engage, t 

To fpread his nets whicli Venus wrought j 
Whilft Hymen held the golden cage. 

To keep fecure the game they caught. 
The warblers, brilk with genial flame, 

Swift from the myrtle fliadcs repair j 
A willing captive each became, 

And fweetlier carol'd in the fnare. 
When Hymen had receiv'd the prey, 

To Cytherea's fane they flew ; 
Regard Icfs, while they wing'd their way. 

How fuUen all the fongfters grew. 
Alas ! no fprightly note is Iicard, 

But each with filent grief confumes ; 
Though to celellial food prefer'd. 

They pining drop their painted plumes. 
Cupid, afflid^ed at the change, 

To beg her aid to Venus run ; 
She heard the tale, nor thought it ftrange. 

But, fmiling, thus advis'd her fon : 
Plcafure grows languid with reltraint, 

'Tis Nature's privilege to roam : 
If you'd not have your linnets faint. 

Leave Hymen witli his cage at home. 

OLIVIA. 
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I. 

LI V I A's lewd, but looks devout. 



And fcripturc-proofs llie throws about. 

When firft you try to win her : 
Pull your fob of guineas out ; 
Fee Jenny firft, and never doubt 

To find the faint a finner. 

II. 
Baxter by day is her delight : 
No chocolate muft come in fight 

Before two morning chapters : 
But, left the fpleen fhould fpoil fier quite. 
She takes a civil friend at night 

To raife her holy raptures. 
III. 
Thus oft' we fee a glow*worm gay, 
At large her fiery tail di(play, 

.Encourag'd by the dark : 
And yet the fullen thing all day 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay^ 

And hid the native fpark* 
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TO A LADY, 

SITTING BEFORE HER GLASS. 

I. 

SO fmooth and clear the fountain ^va8 
In which his face NarcilTus fpy'd. 
When, gazing in that liquid glafs. 

He for himfelf defpair'd and dy*d : 
Nor, Chloris, can you fafer fee 
Your own perfe£lions here than he. 

II. 
The lark before the minror plays. 

Which (bme deceitful fwain has fet ; 
Pleas'd with herfelf Ihe fondly ftays 

To die deluded in the net. 
Love may fuch frauds for you prepare, 
Yourfclf the captive, and the fnare. 

III. 
But, Chloris, whilft you there review 

Thofe graces opening in their bloom. 
Think how difeafe and age purfue, 

Your riper glories to confume : 
Then fighing you would wiih your glafs 
Could (hew to Chbrit what (he was. 

IV. 
Let Pride no moie give Nature law. 

But free the youth your power enilavcs : 
Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia law 
Reflected on the cryftal waves, 

QL Yn 
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Yet priz'd not all her charms above 
The pleafure of Endymion's love. 

V. 
iNo longer let your glafs fupply 

Too juft an emblem of your brcall ; 
Where oft' to my deluded eye 

Love's image has appear*d impreft 5 
But play'd fo lightly on your mind. 
It left no lading print behind. 

TO THE SAME. 
READING THE ART OF LOVE. 

WJ" H I L S T Ovid here reveals the various arts, 

^ • Both how to polifh, and direct their darts, 
Let meaner beauties by his rule improve, 
And read thcfe lines to gain fuccefs in love : 
But heaven alone, that multiplies our race, 
Has power t' increafe the conquctts of your face. 
The Spring, before he paints the rifing flowers, 
Receives mild beams, and foft defcending ihower^i 
But love blooms ever frelh beneath your charms. 
Though neither Pity weeps, nor Kindn^fs warms. 
The chiefs who doubt iuccefs, aflert their claiift 
By ftratagems, and poorly Ileal a name : 
The generous * Son of Jove, in open fight. 
Made bleeding Viclory proclaim his might : 

* Alexander, 

Like 
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Like him refiillefs, when you take the field 
Love founds the fignal, and the world muil yields 



THE FAIR NUN. 

A TALE. 

" Ire per ignes, 

*' Et gladios aufim. Neque ad hoc tamcn ignibu$ulli% 
** Aut gladiis opus eft ; opus eft raihi crine.— ** 

Ovid. Met. Lib. viiv 

Wr E fage Cartefians, who profefs 

^ ~ Ourfelves /worn foes to eraptinefs, 
AlTert that fouls a tip-toe Hand 
On what we call the Pineal Gland ; 
As weather- cocks on fpires are plac'd. 
To turn the quicker with each blaft. 

This granted, can you think it ftrange 
Wc all Ihould be fo prone to change 5 
Ev'n from the go-cart till we wear 
A fattin cap i' th' elbow chair ? 
The follies that the child began, 
Cuftora makes current in the man; 
And firm by livery and feifm 
Holds the fee-fimple of his reafon. 

But ftill the gufts of love we find 
Blow ftrongeft on a woman's mind ; 
Nor need I learnedly purfue 
The latent caufe, th' effeft is true, 

- . (XjL Tor 
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For proof of which, in manner ample, 
I mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for fo my nurfe. 
Heaven reft her bones ! began difcourfe) 
A lovely nymph, and jufl nineteen. 
Began to languifh with the fpleen ; 
She who had (hone at balls and play 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 
AH on a fudden grew precife. 
Declaimed againil the growth of vice^ 
A very Prude in half a year, 
And mod believed flie was fincere ; 
Necklace of pearl no more ihe wears. 
That's fanflify'd to count her prayers : 
Venus, and all her naked Loves, 
The reformado nymph removes ; 
And Magdalen, with iaintii and martyrs. 
Was plac'd in their refpeftive quarters. 
Nor yet content, ihe -could not bear 
The ranknefs of the public air, 
'Twas fo infefted with the vice 
Of lufcious fengs, and lovers' fighs i 
So moil devoutly would be gone, 
And ftrait profefs herfelf a Nun. 

A youth of breeding and addreis. 
And call him Thyrfis if you pleaie. 
Who had fome wealth to recompenie 
His (lender divdend t>f ienle ; 
Yet could with little thought and care 
Write tender things to pleaie the fair i 

1 AnJI 
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And then rucceflively did grow 
From a half-wit, a finilh'd beau ! 
(For fops thus naturally rife, 
As maggots turn to butterflies) 
This fpark, as ftory tells, before .u. 

Kad held with madam an amour. 
Which he refolving to purfue, 
Exa6lly took the proper cue ; 
And on the wings of love he flies 
To Lady Abbefs in difguife, 
And tells her he had brought th* advowfon 
Of foul and body to difpofe on. 
Old Sanftity, who nothing fear'd 
In petticoats without a beard. 
Fond of a profelyte, and fees, 
Admits the fox among the geefc. 

Here duty, wealth, and honour prove. 
Though three to one, too weak for Love ; 
And to defcribe the war throughout 
Would make a glorious piece no doubt. 
Where moral virtues might be flain, 
And rife, and fight, and fail again : 
Love fhould a bloody myrtle wear, 
And, like Camilla, fierce and f^r. 
The Nun (hould charge.— But I forbear. 

All human joys, though fweet in tafting, 
Are feldom (morc*s the pity I) lading : 
The nymph had qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th* effcds of zeal : 

0^3 But 
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But (he, poor flic, began to doubt, 

(Beft knowing what flie*d been about) 

The marriage carneft-pcnny lay 

And burnt her pocket, as we fay. 

She now invokes, to eafe her foul, 

The dagger, and the poifon'd bowl ; 

And, felf-condemn'd for breach of vow. 

To lofe her life and honour too, 

Talk'd in as tragical a ftrain, as 

Your crazed Monimia's and Roxana's. 

But as fhe in her cell lay fighing, 
Diftrafted, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addrefs 
To fuccour damfels in diftrcfs) 
Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 
The fatal caufe for which flie griev'd ; 
But promis'd her en cavalier. 
She fliould be freed from all her fear. 
And with her Thyrfis lead a life 
Devoid of all domeftic ftrife. 
If flie would fign a certain fcrawl — 
Aye, that flie would, if that was all. 
She fign'd, and he engag'd to do 
Whate'cr flie pleas'd to fet him to. 

^The critics muft .excufe me now ; 
They both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we epic writers u(e 
Machines to difengage the Mufe, 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 
TJie matter 's left in abler hands j 

An«[ 
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And if they cannot loofe the knot, 

Should wc be ccnfurM ? I think not. 
The fccnc thus altcrM, both were gay. 

For pomp and plcafures who but they, 

Who might do every thing but pray ? 

Madam in her gilt chariot flaunted, 

And Pug brought every thing Ihe wanted ; 

A Have devoted to her will ; 

But women will be wavering flill. 

Ev'n vice without variety 

Their fqucamilh appetites will cloy : 

Anfl having; ftorn from Lady Abbds 

One of our merry modern Rabbics, 

Slic found a trick flie thought would pafs. 

And prove the devil but an afs. 

His next attendance happcn'd right 
Amidft a moonlefs Itormy night, 
When madam and her fpoufe together 
Guefs'd at his coming by the weather. 
ITc came : To-night, fays he, I drudge 
To fetch a heriot for a judge, 
A gouty ninc-i'th* hundred knave ; 
But, madam, do you want your Have ? 
I need not prefently be gone, 
Bccaufe the do6lors have not done. 
A rofy vicar and a quack 
Repuls'd me in my laft attack : 
But all in vain, for mine he is $ 
A fig for both the faculties. 

0.4 The 



134 F EN T O N»S POEMS. 

'Tht dame produced a fugle haic. 
But whence it came I can not fwear ; 
Yet this I will affirm is true } 
It curl'd like any bottle-fcrcw. 
Sir Nic, quoth ihe, you know us all. 
We ladies are fantaftical : 
You fee this hair— Yes, madam— Piay 
In prefence of my hufband (lay, 
And make it (Irait ; or elfe you grant 
Our folemn league and covenant 
Is void in law.— It is, I own it : 
And fo he fets to work upon it. 

He tries, not dreaming of a cheat. 
If wetting would not do the feat : 
And 'twas, in truth, a proper notion ; 
But ftill it kept th' elaflic motion. 
Well ! more ways may be found than one 
To kill a witch that will not drown. 

If I, quoth he, conceive its nature. 
This hair has flourifh'd nigh the water. 
*Tis crifp*d with cold, perhaps, and then 
The (ire will make it fbrait again. 
In hade he to the fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it. 
I^eigh jingo, worfe than 'twas before ! 
The more it warms, it twirls the more. 
He fiamp*d his cloven foot, and chaf 'd j 
The hulband and the lady laugh'd. 

Howe'er he fancy*d fure enough 
ile ihould not find it hammer-proof. 
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No Cyclops e'er at work was warmery 
At forging thunder-bolts or armour. 
Than Satan was : but all in vain j 
Again he beats.— It curls again ! 
At length he bellow'd in a rage. 
This hair will take n)e up an age. 
This take an age ! the hufband fworc, 

Z ds ! Betty has five hundred more. 

More! Take your bond, quoth Pug; adieu^ 
'Tis lofs of time to ply for you. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. SOUTHERNE, 

FROM KENT, JANUARY 28, 1710-11. 

TD OLD is the Mufe to leave her humble cell, 
•^ And fing to thee, who know'ft to fing {o well : 
Thee ! who to Britain ftill preferv'ft the crown^ 
And mak'ft her rival Athens in renown. 
Could Sophocles behold in mournful ftate 
The weeping Graces on Imoinda waitj 
Or hear thy Ifabella's moving moan, 
Diftrefs'd and loft for vices not her own | 
If envy could permit, he'd fure agree 
To write by nature were to copy thee : 
So full, {o fair, thy images are fbown. 
He by thy pencil might improTe his own« 

There 
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There was an age (its memory will laft !) 
Before Italian airs debauch'd our tafte. 
In which the fable Mufe with hopes and fear* 
Fill'd every breaft, and every eye with tears. 
But where 's that art which all our paflions rais'd. 
And mov'd the fprings of Nature as it pleas'd ? 
Our ploets only praftife on the pit 
With florid lines, and trifling turns of wit. 
Howe'er 'tis well the prefent times can boaft 
The race of Charles's reign not wholly loft. 
Thy fcenes, immortal in their worth, Ihall ftand 
Among the chofen claflics of our land : 
And whilfl our Ions are by tradition taught 
How Barry (poke what thou and Otway wrote. 
They'll think it praife to relifh and repeat. 
And own thy works inimitably great. 

Shakefpeare, the genius of our ifle, whofe mind 
(The univerfa'l mirror of mankind) 
Exprefs*d all images, enrich'd the ftage. 
But fomctimes ftoop*d to pleafe a barbarous age. 
When his immortal bays began to grow. 
Rude was the language, and the humour low : 
He, like the God of Day, was always bright. 
But rolling in its courfe, his orb of light 
Was fuUy'd, and obfcur'd, though foaring high. 
With fpots contraftcd from the nether Iky. 
But whither is th' adventrous Mufe betrayed ? 
Forgive her raftinefs, venerable fliade ! 
May Spring with purple flowers perfume thy urn. 
And Avon with his greens thy grave adorn : 
^ S* Be 
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Be all thy faults, whatever faults there be, 
Imputed to the times, and not to thee. 

Some felons fhot from this immortal root. 
Their tops much lower, and lefs fair the fruit, 
Jonfon the tribute of my verfe might claim, 
Had he not ftrove to blemifli Shakefpcare*s name. 
But, like the radiant twins that gild the fpherc, 
Fletcher and Beaumont next in pomp appear s 
The firft a fruitful vine, in blooming pride. 
Had been by fuperfluity deftroy'd. 
But that his friend, judicioufly fevere, 
Prun'd the luxuriant boughs with artful care; 
On various founding harps the Mufcs play'd. 
And fung, andquaflF'd their neftar in the Ihade. 

Few moderns in the lifts with thefe may ftand. 
For in thofe days were giants in the land : 
Suffice it now by lineal right to claim. 
And bow with filial awe to Shakefpeare?s fame j 
The fecond honours are a glorious name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 
To wear his armour, and to wield his fword. 

An age mod odious and accurs'd enfued. 
Difcolour'd with a pious monarch's blood ; 
Whofe fall when firft the tragic virgin faw. 
She fled, and left her province to the law. 
Her merry fifter ftill purfued the game. 
Her garb was alter'd, but her gifts the fame. 
She firft reform'd the mufcles of her face. 
And learnt the folemn fcrew for figns of grace j 

The« 
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Then circuiBci«'d her locks, and formed her cone>. 

By humming to a tabor and a drone ; 

Her eyes flie difciplin'd precifely right. 

Both when to wink, and how to turn the white r 

Thus banifliM from the ftagc, fbc gravely next 

Affum'd a clpak, and quibbled o*er a text. 

But when, by miracles of mercy (hown, 
Much-fuffering Charles regain'd his father's throne ; 
When peace and plenty overflowed the land. 
She ftrait pull'd oflF her latin cap and band j 
Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence, 
With pointed wit, and energy of fenfc , 
Etherege and Sedley join'd him in her caufe. 
And all deferv'd, and all received, applaufe. 

Reltor'd with lefs fnccefs, the Tragic Mufe 
Had quite forgot her ftyle by long difufe : 
She taught her Maximins to rant in rhvme^ 
Miftaking rattling nonfenfe for fublime ; 
Till witty Buckingham reform'd her tafte. 
And fneering (ham'd her into fenfe at laft r 
But now relaps'd, (he dwindles to a fong, 
And weakly warbles on an eunuch's tongue j 
And with her minftreify may ftill remain 
Till Southeme court her to be great again. 
Perhaps the beauties of thy Spaitan dame. 
Who (long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with fiipcrior majefty avowM, 
Shine like a goddefs breaking from a clou J : 
Once more may re-indate her on the ftage. 
Her a^on graceful| and divine her rage. 

Artt 
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Arts have their empires, and, like other dates, 
Their rife and ftill arc governM by the fates : 
They, when their period's meafur'd out by time, 
Tranfplant their laurels to another dime. 
The Grecian Mufe once filled with loud alarms 
The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms; 
The trumpet iilenr, humbly fhe eflay'd 
The Doric need, and fung beneath the ihade, 
ExtolPd a frugal life, and taught the f\rain« 
T' obfcrve the ieafons, and manure the plains ; 
Sometimes in warbled hymns fhe paid her vow. 
Or wove Olympic wreaths for Theron*s brow ; 
Sometimes on flowery beds (he lay fupine, 
And gave her thoughts a loofe to love and wine ; 
Or, in her f^le ^ole and bufkins drefs'd, 
Shew'd vice enthroned, and virtuous kings opprefs'd. 

The nymph ftill fair, however paft her bloom, 
from Greece at length was led in chains to Rome : 
Whilft wars abroad and civil difi:ord reign'd, 
Silent the beauteous captive long remain'd ; 
That interval employ'd her timely care 
To fludy, and refine the language there. 
She views with anguiih on the Roman fbge 
The Grecian beauties weep, the warriors rage ; 
But mod thofe icenes delight th' immortal maid. 
Which Scipio had revised, and Roicius play'd. 
Thence to the pleadings of the gown fhe goes 
<For Themis then could fpeak in polifh'd prbie) : 
Charm'd at the bar, amid th* attentive throng 
:She blefs'd the Syren-power of Tully's tongue. 

But 
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But when, 06taviu8, thy fuccefsfui fword 
Was fheath'dy and univerfal peace reftor'd. 
Fond qF a monarch, to the court (he came. 
And chofe a numerous choir to chant his Aune. 
Firft from the green retreats and lowly plains^ 
Her Virgil foar'd fublime in epic drains ; 
His theme fo glorious, and his flight fo true. 
She with Maeonian garlands grac'd his brow ; 
Taught Horace then to touch the Leibian lyre. 
And Sappho's fweetnefs join'd with Pindar's fine. 
By Cabfar's bounty all the tuneful train 
Enjoy'd, and fung of Saturn's golden reign s 
No genius then was left to live on praife. 
Or curs'd the barren ornament of bays ; 
On all her Tons he cafl a kind regard. 
Nor could they write fo fall as he reward. 
The Mufc, induftripus to record his name 
In the bright annals of eternal fame, 
Profufc of favours lavifh'd all her (lore, 
And for one reign made many ages poor. 

Now from the rugged North unnumber'd fwarms 
Invade the Latian coalls with barbarous arms ; 
A race unpolilh'd, but inur'd to toil. 
Rough as their heaven, and barren as their foil, 
Thefc locufts every fpringing art deftroy'd, 
And foft Humanity before them dy'd. 
Picture no more maintained the doubtful flrifc 
With Nature's fcenes, nor gave the canvas life; 
Nor Sculpture excrcis'd her fkill, beneath 
Htr forming hand to majce the marble breathe : 

Struck 
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Struck with defpair, they ftood devoid of thought, 
I.efs lively than the works thcmfelves had vinx)ught. 
On thofc twin-fifters fuch difafters came, 
Though colours and proportions are the fame 
In every age and clime ; their beauties known 
To every language, and confined by none. 
But fate lefs freedom to the Mufe afibrds, 
And checks her genius with the choice of words i 
To paint her thoughts, the diftion mull be found 
Of eafy grandeur, and harmonious found. 
Thus when fhe raised her voice divinely great 
To fing the founder of the Roman ftate ; 
The language was adapted to the fong. 
Sweet and fublime, with native beauty ftrong : 
But when the Goths infulting troops appear'd. 
Such dilTonance the trembling virgin heard ! 
Chang'd to a fwan, from Tyber's troubled flrcam« 
She wing'd her flight, and fought the filver Thamer» 

Long in the melancholy grove Ihe Ilaid, 
And taught the pcnfive Druids in the ihade ; 
In Iblemn and inftruftive notes they fung 
From whence the beauteous frame of nature fprung» 
Who polilh'd all the radiant orbs above. 
And in bright order made the planets move j 
Whence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fly. 
And comets roll unbounded through the iky; 
Who wing*d the winds, and gave the ftreams to flow. 
And rais'd the rocks, and fpread the lawns below; 
Whence the gay fpring exults in flowery pride. 
And autumn with the bleeding, grape is dy'd 5 
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Whence fummer funs imbrown the labouring fwainsy 
And ihivcring winter pines in icy chains : 
And prais'd the Power Supreme, nor dar'd advance 
So vain a theory as that of Chance. 

But in this ifle (he found the njinphs fb fair. 
She changed her hand, and choic a fbftcr air. 
And Love and Beauty next became her care. 
Greece, her lov*d country, only could alTord 
A Venus and a Helen to record j 
A thouland radiant nymphs (he here beheld. 
Who match*d the goddefs, and the queen exceird^ 
T* immortalize their loves fhe long eflay'd. 
But dill the tongue her generous toil betray'd. 
Chaucer had all that beauty could infpire» 
And Surrey's numbers glow*d with warm defire : 
Both now are priz*d by few, unknown to moft, 
Becaufe the thoughts are in the language loft ; 
Even Spcnfer's pearls in muddy waters lie. 
Yet foon their beams attraft the diver's eye : 
Rich was their imagery, till Time defac'd 
The curious works ; but Waller came at laft. 
Waller, the Mufe with heavenly verfe fupplies. 
Smooth as the fair, and fparkling as their eyes ; 
<* All but the nymph that ihould redrefs his wrong, 
*' Attend his paffion, and approve his ibng.^ 
But when this Orpheus funk, and hoary age 
Supprefs'd the lover's and the poet's rage. 
To Granville his melodious lute (he gave, 
Granville, wboie faithful verie is Beauty's flave^ 

Accept 
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Accept this gift, my favourite youth ! Ihe cry*d. 
To found a brighter theme, and fmg of Hyde ; 
Hyde's and thy lovely Myra*s praife proclaim, 
And match Carlifle's and Sacharifla's fame, 

O ! would he now forfake the myrtle grove. 
And fmg of arms, as late he fung of love ! 
His oolours and his hand alone fhould paint 
In Britain's queen the warrior and tlie faint ; 
In whom confpire, to form her truly great, 
Wifdom with power, and piety with ftate. 
Whilft from her throne the dreams of juftice flow. 
Strong and ferene, to blefs the land below j, 
O'er diftant realms her dreaded thunders roll. 
And the wild rage of tyranny controul. 
Her power to quell, and pity to redrefs, 
The Macfc, the Danube, and the Rhine confefs ; 
"Whence bleeding Iber hopes around his head 
To fee frcfh olive fpring, and plenty fpread : 
And whilft they found their great deliverer's fame. 
The Seine retires, and (ickens at her name. 
O Granville ! all thefe glorious fcenes difplay, 
Inftruft fucceeding monarchs how to fway ; 
And make her memory rever'd by all, . 
When triumphs are forgot, and mouldering arches falL 

Pardon me, friend ! I own my Mufe too free, 
To write (b long on fuch a theme to thee : 
To play the critic here— with equal right 
Bid her pretend to teach Argyll to fight ; 
Inftru61: th* unerring fun to guide the year. 
And Harley by what fchemes he ought to ftccr t 

R Give 
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Give Harcourt eloquence t' aJorn the fcal, 

Maxims of ftate to Leeds j to Beaufort leal ; 

Try to corre£l what Orrery fhall write, 

And make ^harmonious St. John more polite $ 

Teach law to Ida for the crown's fupport. 

And Jerfty how to fcrve and grace a court j 

Diftate foft warbling airs to Sheffield's hand. 

When Venus and her Loves around him fiand j 

In fage debates to Rochefter impart 

A fcarching head, and ever faithful heart ; 

Make Talbot's finifh'd virtue more complete, 

High without pride, and amiably great, 

Where nature all her powers with fortune join*d. 

At once to'pleafe and benefit mankind. 

When cares were to my blooming youth unknovJi, 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own ; 
I iov'd along the laureat grove to ftray, 
The paths were pleafant, and the profpeft gay « 
But now my genius finks, and hardly knows ^ 
To make a couplet tinkle in the clofe. 
Yet when you next to Medway (hall rftpair, 
And quit' the tdwn to breathe a purer air; 
Pvetiring from the crowd to fteal the fwects 
.Of eafy life in Twyfden's calm retreats 
X A's Terence to his Laelius lov'd to come. 
And in Campania fcorn'd the pomp of Rome) j 
Where Lambkrd, form'd for bufinefs, and toplcafi^ 
By fharing, will improve your happinefs ; 
In both their foiils imperial reafon fways. 
In both the patriot and the friend difplays ; 
Be lov'd;.wid prais'd by all, who merit love and praifc. 
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With b«ght ideas there infpirM anew, 
By them excited, and inforai'd by you, 
I may with happier Ikill effay to ling 
Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder ftring. 

Languid and dull, when abfent from her cave, 
Ko oracles of old the Sibyl gave; 
But when beneath her facred fhrinc fhe flood, 
Her fury foon confefs'd the coming god ; 
Her breaft began to heave, her eyes to roll, 
And wondrous vifioas tiil'd her labouring fbuL 

A LETTER. 

TO THE 

KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. 

^ ^ Habec Bibliopola Trvphon." 

Mart. Lib. iv. 

SI R Knight, who know with cqwal Ikitt 
To make a poem and a pill, 
*Twas my Kiisfortunc t' other night, 
To be tormeiitcd with a fpriiHit. 
On either fide his head the hair 
•Sccm'd bulbing out, the topvtas bare; 
His L;arb antique, but on his face 
There rei^n'd a iweet majeftic i^r.iccj 
or coLiicly port, and in his baud 
"He dcccut vvav'd a lauicl-wund, 

K a On 
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On the left foot (by which I found .. 

His name was on the ftage renowji'd) 

A Sock of curious fhape he wore. 

With myrtle foliage ^ourilh*d o*er ; 

A purple Bulkin gracM the right. 

And ftroDg he ftep'd, yet lovely light. 

Thy frio^dly care, he cry'd, I crave 
To give me quiet in my grave : 
Tryphon conftrains me from the dead, 
A wizard whom I hate and .dread ; 
By him to dangle on a poft, 
I 'm conjur'd up—-" Alas, poor Ghoft !" 
A pendulum I there am made, 
To move the leaden wheels of trade. 
And while each little author flruts 
In calves-fkin gilt, adorn'd with cuts i 
I, vouching, pafs *em off as dear 
As any ftaple-claffick ware. 
Peers, parfons, cits, a motly tribe. 
Flock there to purchafe, and fubfcribe ; 
While Tryphon, as the gudgeons bitie. 
Chuckles to fee them grow polite. 

For ends thus infamoufly low. 
It (tire wou'd feem as a-propos. 
For Dennis at his door to (land, 
With a good broomftick in his hand. 
Then, fhould the chaps find ought amif^. 
Or blame the price, the tragic Swifs 
Might have his better parts employ'df 
To criticize them back aAd fide. 
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Or is there none of all his race, 
Whofc features would a fign-board- grace ? 
Oft* in tlie wizard's cell I 've feen 
A forrel man, of awkward mien 5 * 

Prying with bufy leer about, 
As if he were the devil's fcout. 
I ne'er was vers'd in modifh vice, 
But fure thofe whorefon gloating eye* 
Have travelled much on love affairs. 
Between the key-hole and the ftairs. 

cheat the gibbet of a fign. 

And with his head commute for mine. 

When firft I heard his damn'd intent. 
To Tryphon's bed by night I went; 
Where he lay bleft with dreams of gain. 
Furs, fcarlet, and a golden chain. 

1 roui'd the wretch, and weeping faid, 

! take my wit, and fpare my head. 
Urge not the wags to fneer, and jape Us, 
Juft as of old they us'd Priapus. 

But as a whelp darts up with fear 

When a bee 's humming at his ear : 

With upper lip elate, he grins, 

Whilft round the little teazer fpins ; 

But when aloof in air it (bars, 

He ftraight forgets th' alarm, and fnores : 

So did his fellow-creature flight 

The fleeting vifion of the night. 

My prayers were loft, though while I ftay*d 

1 fmelt they ftrong iiupreflions made. 

R 3 There 
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There is a Knight, who takes the field 
With Saxon pen, and fable (hield ; 
Who doubtlefs can relieve my ghoft. 
And di fin chant me from the ]x)ft. 
Then I could reft as ftill, as thofe 
Whom he has drudged to fiire repofc ; 
As if he traded in the whole, 
And with the body kill*d the foul. 
To him for aid with fpeed repair— 
** But foft ! I fcent the morning air :*' 
Be mindful of my piteous plight, 
Ajid to my caufe engage the Knight. » 

Now, gentle Sir, give ear to me. 
For I prefcribe without a fee ; 
From Curll's remove the feat of war, 
Encamp on t* other fide the Bar : 
Level your eye at Tryphon's fhop, 
Another epic at him pop ; 
What though without report it move. 
Like the fure darts of death or love ? 
I know your powder is fo ftrong. 
No mortal fign can ftand you long. 

But if by magic, this oppofe 
The volley of your vcrfe and profe 5 
1 '11 be your *fquire, and firm ally. 
Write, crimp, and coax him up to buy; 
Not all the necromancer's art 
Will fave it then, befhrew his heart ! 
What can fupport a fliop, or fign, 
WiKJH two fuch perilous wits combine ? 

t. THE 
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• To th' Orphean lyre. 



" He fung of Chaos and eternal night; 

" Taught by the heavenly Mufe to venture dovm 

** The dark dcfcent, and up to rc-afcend, 

*' Though hard, and mi e.'* 

Paradibe L08T,B,iil. 

"fTTlIEN fpccding fea-ward, to the fleet we canifi 

^ ^ That anchor'd nigh the caift, we launched our ih\^ 
Into the (acred deep s- the maft up-rear'd 
Ttoic every fail expajidcd ; whilft aboard- 
We Itow'd devoted vi^lims, and alcend 
The veflel, inly griev'd, and filent Ihowers 
Fell from our drooping eyes. A friendly wind 
Circe the fair, of human race divine, 
Propitious Tent j to ply the ftruggiiYig oar 
i^mall need remained, the freflicning gale fuffic'd 
jJjTticii bellying canvas. On with fpecd^wefar^ 
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Profpcrous j and when the fun careering prone 
Sunk to the weftern ides, and dewy (hade 
Sabled the pole, we tilting o*er the waves 
On Ocean's utnioft bound, approach the realms 
^Unblcfs'd, where the Cimmerians darkling dwell ; 
( A lamentable race ! ) of heavenly light 
Unvifited, and the fun's gladfbme ray. 
Mooring the veflel on that dreary beach 
We take the dcfiin'd jQieep, and flow fojourn 
Along the marifh, till the fated place 
We found, which Circe wilPd we fliould explore. 
Eurylochus and Pcrimedes guard 
The holy offerings ; I meantime un (heath 
My faulchion, and prepare t* intrench the ground 
A cubit fquare, and there oblations pour 
To reconcile the Shades j infufing milk 
With honey temper'd fweet, and bowls of mull 
Pure from the mellowed grape, with added (lore 
Of water ; and with flower of wheat beftrow 
The mix'd ingredients : to the feeble ghofts 
Then vow*d, if heaven to my dear native land 
Should favour my return, a barren cow 
Of ftatelieft growth ; and to tli* oraculous * Seer 
A ram of fable fleece, the leading pride 
Of all my flocks. Thefe iblemn rites performed 
And vows prefer'd, the deftin'd flieep I flew : 
Forth gufli'd the vital purple, and furcharg'd 
The hollow'd trench j when lo ! from the dun vergt 

* Tirefias^ 

Of 
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Of Erebus, the ghofts promifcuous troop 

UnnumberM, youths and maidens immature 

Cropt in their fpring, who wandering penfive waiPd 

The fhortnefs of their date : trembling, and hoar 

With age, fome (lowly pace j others more fierce 

Arrayed in arms, enfanguin'd o'er with wounds 

Receiv'd in battle, clamorous approach 

To drink the reeking gore. Shuddering and pale 

I flood aftounded, but with quick difpatch 

Bade bum the facrifice, a grateful fieam 

To Proferpine, who there with Dis divides 

The regency of night : fudden I wav'd 

My glittering falchion, from the fanguine pool 

Driving th* unbody*d holl that round me fwarm'd j 

]Nor deign'd to let them fip, before I faw 

Th* oraculous feer. Foremoft of all the crowd 

Elpcnor came, whofe unregarded corfe 

Unwept, unbufy'd, eager to purfue 

Our voyage : Strait to tender pity mov'd. 

With words diflblv'd in tears I cry*d. Relate^ 

Elpenor, how thefe rueful (hades you reached 

We left behind in Circe's fumptuous dome. 

Sooner than I full-fail'd. He thus reply *d 

In accents of much dolour ; Me, O king. 

The minifter of adverfe fate malign'd, 

Unweeting of mifhap ; and wrought me doom, 

Drench'd with excefs of wine : prone from the tof 

Of Circe's tower I fell, and the neck-boDe« 

Disjointing dy*d. But to your pious care 

Suppliant, I beg by thofe endearing names 

Of parent, wife, and fon (though diftant, dear 
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To your remembrance) u'hen you re-afcend 
To Circe's blifsful ifle, to my remains 
Difcharge funereal rites j nor let me lie 
Unwept, unburyM there, left heaven avenge 
The dire negleft. While the devouring flames 
Confume my earthy, on the flagrant pile 
My armour caft compleat ; then raifc a tomb 
For my memorial on the foamy ftrand : 
And on it place that oar which erft I ply'd 
With my affbciates. Penfive I rejoin, 
Poor Shade ! I *11 pay the decent rites you crave. 

While with the friendly phantom I maintain'd 
Such melancholy parly, with brand ifli'd flcel 
Guarding the goary pool, I through th' obfcure 
My * mother viewed : her lineage ihe dcrivM 
From Maia's wingy fon, and ceas'd to breath 
This vital air, fince I my legion led 
To war on Ilium. From my pitying eyes 
Abundant forrow ftream'd ; but though regret 
Wither'd my refolution, from the pool 
I made the dear maternal form recede. 
Till I fhould learn from the grave Theban (eer 
The fum of fate. The fage at length advanc*<i 
Bearing a golden fceptre, and began : 

Son of Laertes, what misfortunes dire 
Compel your'progrefs from th* all-chearing fua. 
And heairenly azure, in this feat of woe 
To roam among the dead ? But from the pool 

* Anticlea« 

With. 



HOMER IMITATED* c$r 

Withdraw, and fhcath your faulchiony while I taHe 
That bloody beverage, then the fates decree 
Inftant I '11 utter. Sudden I withdrew, 
Sheathing my faulchion whilft he drank the gore ; 
Then thus the fcer pronounc'd the fates decree. 

What means may beft bctit your wifliM return, 
lUuftrious Greek ! you'd know. The Ibvcrcign power 
Whofe ftrong earth-fhaking mace the floods revere, 
Infidious waits a time to wreak revenge 
For Polyphemc, his fon ; whofe vifual orb 
You late cclips'd with ever -during ihade. 
Howc'er you fafe may voyage, and avoid 
Difaftcrs various, if your mates refrain 
From facrilcgious fpoil, when fafe they tread 
Trinacria's liciby foil : for there tlic flocks 
And herds of Phoebus, o'er the verdurous lawn 
Browze fattening pafture (he the world's great eye 
Views all below his orient beam, nor ought 
Can fhun his wakeful ear) with evil hand 
If them they feize, unerring I foretell 
An hideous wreck. Unequal to the ftorm 
Your fhip, deep in the nether waves ingulft. 
Shall perilh with her crew : you fhall regain 
The dry, without furviving friend to cheer 
Your pilgrim-fteps; however late and hard. 
You fliall revifit your lov'd natal Ihoar, 
Tranfported in a veflel not your own. 
Much of domeftic damage, and mifrulc. 
Will fadden your return ; for in your court 
Suitors voluptuous fwarm i with amorous wiles 

Stttdiouf 
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Studious to win your confort, and feduce 

Her from chafte fealty to joys impure. 

In bridal pomp ; vain efforts ! but they foon 

By ftratagem, or our puiifant arm. 

To ruin are fore-doom'd. Then to a race 

Remote from ocean, who with favoury fait 

K«*er feafon their repaft, nor veflel viewed 

Furrowing the foamy flood >vith painted prow. 

And all her tackle trim, with fpced repair 

Carrying a taper oar ; way-faring thus. 

One journeying obvious will roifname that oar 

A com van ; fix it there, and vi^Ums flay 

To Neptune reverent ; from the fleecy fold 

A ram feled ; and from the beeves and fwine. 

The choiceft male entire, of either herd. 

Thence homeward hafte, and hecatombs prepare 

For the bright order of the gods, who reign 

Sphered in empyreal fplendors. White with years. 

The balm of life evaporating flow. 

At length, when Neptune points the dart of death ♦, 

Without a pang you '11 die, and leave your land 

With fair abundance blefs'd. In thefe fix'd laws ■ 

Of fate repofe affiance, and bei^'are. 

I thus reply*d : In this authentic will 
Of fate, O Seer, I acquiefce ; but lo ! 
Penflve, and filent, by the goary pool. 
Abides my mother's fliade ; nor me vouchfafes 
Language or look benign : Oh ! tell me how 

^ He was killed with the bone of a i^a^-nutle. 

5 She 
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She here may recognize me. He rejoin'd ; 
Whatever ghoft by your pcrmiflion fips 
That facred purple, will to all your queft 
Without deceit reply ; the reft withdraw 
At your ftcrn interdi6t. This faid, the Seer 
To the high capital of Dis retir'd. 
Meantime I firm abode, till the dear fhade 
Has fip'd the facred purple ; then her fon 
Inftant (he knew, and wailing thus began : 

My fon ! how reach*d you thefe Tartarean boundf* 
Corporeal ? Many a river interfus'd, 
Andgulphsunvoyageable, from accefs 
Debar each living wight ; befidcs th' expanfe 
Of ocean wide to fail. Are you from Troy 
With your afTociate peers but now retum*d, 
Erroneous from your wife and kingdom ftill ? 

I thus : By ftrong neceffity conftrain'd, 
Down to thefe nether realms I have prefum*d 
An earthly gueft, to hear my doom difclos'd 
By fage Tirefias j for fince I led 
Auxiliar bands, with Agamemnon leagu*d 
To war on Ilium, traverfing the main 
Through various perils, I have voyag'd far 
Eftrang'd from Greece. But fay by what difeafe^ 
By flow confumption through the gates of death 
Prone did you pafs ; or by Diana's dart 
Transfix'd, a fudden fate ? My hoary fire ! 
Survives he ? Is my bloomy fon poffefs'd 
Of my domain, or groans it now beneath 
^furping powers^ who lord it uncontrord, | 

Thought* 
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Thoughtlefs of my return ? My confort dear I 
Abides fhe with my fonj of all his rights- 
A guardian regent j or, no longer mine. 
Hath ihe been won to plight connubial vows ? 

The venerable fnadc thus anfwer'd mild : 
Still in your regal dome your fpoufc abides 
Difconfolate, with ever-flowing eyes 
Wailing your abfence ; Mid your fon polTcfs'd 
Of principality, with his compeers, 
Bounteous of foul, free intercourfe maintains 
C5f focial love. Beneath a fyh'an lodge. 
Far from the cheerful fteps of men, your fire 
Lives incopfolable ; oa gorgeous beds, 
With rich embroidery i^pread, and purple palls. 
No more indulging fwect repofc : but clad 
In coarfe attire, couchM-with his village hiads 
On the warm hearth he deeps, when winter reigns 
Inclement^ till the circling months return 
Ncw-rob'd in flowering verdure : then, tht vin«s 

High interwove a green pavilion form. 

Where pillow 'd on the leaves, he mourns for yo« 

No£i:umal ; to th* unfriendly damp of age . 

Adding corrofive anguifli and dclpair. 

So perifli'd I v«<ith flow-confuming pile ! 

Me nor the filvcr-fliafted goddefs flew. 

Nor racking malady j but anxious love 

Of my Ulyflcs on my vital- prey'd. 

And funk my age with forrov/ to the grave. 
She ceas'd : I thrice with filia^/ondnefs drove 

T' embtace the much-lQv^d forxn> and tlaice it fled, 

Deluiivc 
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Delufivc as a dream. Anrvv with grief 
Hcart-cliiU'd I fpake, Why, mother will you fly 
Your Ton's incircling arms ? O here permit 
JMy duteous love, and let our Ibrrows flow 
Mingling in oije full ftream ! Or has the queen 
Wliolc frown the Shades revere, . to work me woe, 
A guileful image form'd ? She tlius replies : 

Of all mankind, O raoft to grief inur*d I 
Deem not that aught of guile by phantoms vain 
Is here intended, but the elTence pure 
Of fcparate fouls is of all living touch 
Impaflive : here no grofs material frame 
We wear, with flelh incumber'd, nerves, and bonei 
They 're calcin'd on the pile : but when we ceaie 
To draw fhe breath of life, the Ibul on wing 
Fleets like a dream, from elemental drofs 
Difparted and refin'd. Now to the realm* 
JUumin'd with the fun's enlivening beam. 
Hence journeying upward, to your confort dear 
X)ifclore the fccrets of our ftate below. . . . 

Thus we alternate, till a beauteous train 
Of noblefs near advance their fteps, enlarged 
J?y radiant Proferpinc, daughters and wives 
To kings and heroes old : the goary pool . 
The fair aflcmbly thick furround, to (ip 
The tafteful liquid : I the fates of each 
Defirous to hear floried, wave my fword 
In airy circles, while they iingly fate 
Their appetites ; then curious afk of each 
iier anccilry, which all in order told. 

Tyro 
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Tyro firft audience claim'd, the daughter fair 
Of great Salmoneus j fhc with Crctheus ihar'd 
Connubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
Enamour'd of Enipcus, inly pin'd : 
Enipeus, fwift from whofe reclining urn 
Rolls a delicious flood. His lovely form 
Neptune aflum'd, and the bright nymph bcguil'd 
Wandering love-penfive near his amber ftream : 
Them plunging in the flopy flood receiv'd 
Redounding ; and to fkreen his amorous theft. 
On either fide the parted waves up-rcar*d 
A cryftal mound. Potent of rapturous J07, 
An^ fitted, thus he fpake : Hail, royal fair ! 
Thy womb fliall teem with twins (a god's embrace 
Is ever fruitful) and thofe pledges dear 
Of our fweet cafual blifs nurture and tend 
With a fond mother's care : hence homeward fpeed. 
And from all human ken our amorous a6t 
Conceal : fo Neptune bids thee now farewell. 
He ceas'd, and diving fudden was ingulph'd 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fair fons 
Th' appointed^months difchargM, by fupreme Jove 
Both fcepter'd. Pelias firft ; his empire wide 
Stretch'd o'er Idlcos, whofe irriguous vales 
His grazing folds o*erflecc*d : her younger birth, 
Neleus, was honoured through the landy realm 
Of Pylus. She by Cretheus then efpousM, 
A fair increafe, iEfon and Pheres, bore ; 
And great Amythaon, who with fiery Heeds 
Oft* diiarray'd the foes in battle rang'd* 

The 
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^Thc daughter of Afopus next I vicw'd, 
Antiopc, boaftful that flie, by Jove 
Impregnate, had the fam'd Amphion borne. 
And Titthus, founder of imperial Thebes, 
Stately with feven large gates^ and bulwark'd fiioi^ 
Againft invading po\vers, Alcmcna fair, 
Amphitryon's conibrt, then advanc*d to vicw| 
To heaven's fupreme who bore Alcides, bold 
And lion-hearted. Next'that lovely fhade 
Stood Megara, of Ci«on's royal race, 
By great Alcides fpousM. To her fucc«cd« 
The fheeny form of Epicade, woo'd 
By Oedipus her fon, to whom fhe dcignM , 

Spoufal embraces, thoughtlcfs of niilcleed, 
He having too (iH-ftarr*d!) deftroyd his fire. 
His lineage with incefluous mixture foil'd. 
Blinded by dcfliny ; but the juft gods 
Dilclos'd th* unnatural fcenc. In Thebes he (\vay'4» 
With various ills by heaven's affliftive vod 
Difcomfited : but Ihe through fell defpair 
Self-ftrangled, from the ftings uf mortal life 
Fled to the fhades, and her fuiviving iba 
With delegated furies fierce purfucd. 

An amiable image next appeafd ; 
Bright Chloris, of Amphion's lofty ftcm 
The youngeft bud : in fweet attractive pomp 
On her the Graces es-er-waiting fmit 
The heart of Neleus, whom the Pyiian tribes 
Homag'd with fealty : from their wedded love 
Sprung Ncftor, Chromius, and the boaftful power 

S Of 
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Of Periclymenus ; befidcs a nymph, 

Pcro, of form divine : her virgin vows 

By many a prince were fought, but Neleus deigned 

To none her bed, but him whofe prowefs'd arm 

Shmild force from Phylace a furious herd 

Of wild Theflalian beeves, t* avenge the dower 

Which Iphiclus detain*d. This bold emprife 

A feer accepted ; but, in combat foil'd. 

In thrall for twelve revolving moons he lay. 

Deep in a dungeon clofe immur*d, *tillfouhd 

Divine of face, by fblving problems quaint 

Which Iphiclus proposed, who ftrait difmifs'd 

The captive ; fo was Jove's high will complett. 

Then Ledo, fpous'd by Tyndarus, I faw. 
Mother of the fam*d twins, Caftor expert 
To tame the deed, and PoUuX far renownM 
On lifted fields for conflitt ; who from Jove 
R^civ'd a grateful boon like gods to livci 
Mounting alternate to this upper orb. 

Next Iphimedia glides in view, the wife 
Of great Alofus, who in love comprefs'd 
By Neptune, bore (fo (he the fa6t avow'd) 
Otus and Ephialtes, whom the fates 
Cut (hoit in early prime : their infant years 
Nurtur'd by Earth, enormous both attained 
Gigantic ftaturc, and for manly grace 
Were next Orion rank'd ; for in the course 
Of nine fwift circling years, nine cubits broad 
Their fhoulders meafur'd, and nine ells their height. 
Improvident of foul, they vainly dar'd 
The gods to war, and on Olympus hoar Rcar'4 
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RcarM Offa, and on Ofia Pelion pil'd 
Torn from the bafe with all its woods ; by fcalc 
T' afTault heaven's battlements ; and had their date 
To manhood been prolonged, had fure atchiev'd 
Their ruinous aim : but by theftlver dart 
Of Phoebus fheer transfixM, ere fpringing down 
Shaded their rofy youth, they both expir'd. 
Ill-fated Phaedra then with Procris came. 
And Ariadne, who them both furpafs'd 
In goddefs-like demeanor : from her fire 
Minos, the rigid arbiter of right, 
Thcfeus of old convcy'd her, with intent 
At Athens, link'd in love, with her to reign t 
But ftcrn Diana, by the guileful plea 
Of Bacchus won, diiTever'd ibon their joys. 
And cauij'd the lovely nymph to fall forlora 
In Dia, with circumfluous feas in-girt, 
Of nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 
MiL-ra and Clymenc, a b,;auteous pair; 
And Eriphyle, whofe once radiant cliarms 
A cloud of forrow dimm'd j for ihc, devoid 
Of duteous love, for gold betray'd her lord.— - 

Hcrfi Ipt me ccafe narration, nor relate 
What other obje£i:s fair, daughters and wives 
Of heroes old, I faw ; for now the night 
In clouded .majcfiy has journey'd far, 
Admonifhing to reft, which with my mates. 
Or here with you, my wearied nature craves ; 
Meantime af{ianc*d in the gods and you, 
To fpccd my voyage to my native realm. 

S a He 
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He ccas'd : a while th' attentive audieAoe (ate 
In filent rapture ; his pcrfualiTc tongue, 
Mellifluous, fo with eloquence had chanri'd 
Their dill infatiate cars ; at length thus fpake 
The queen Arete, graceful and humane. 

Think ye, Phseacians, that the god-like form. 
The port, the wifdom, of this wanderer claim 
Aught of regard ? Peculiar liim my gucft 
I ftyle i but, fmce the honour he vouchfafes. 
Delighted ye partake, give not too (bon 
Him fignal of departure, bfut prepare 
With no penurious hand proportioned gifts. 
Vying in bounteous deeds, fince heaven hath ihov(«r*d 
Your peerage with abundant ^vours boon. , 

Up roie'Eeheneus then, whole wavy locks 
Silver'd with age, adorn'd his reverend btmv^ 
Fraught with matureft council, and began 
Addrciiing bis compeers : Rightful and vviie 
The queen*s propofal is, let none demur 
Obedience to her will : Alcinous bcft 
By fair enfample may prefcribe the rule, 

Alcinous from his bed of date reply'd, 
With afpe6t bland -. While here Ilivc enthron'd, 
Jove's delegate of empire, and this hand 
Sways the Phaeacian fceptre, will I cheer 
Th' erroneous and affli£^ed, with meet a6ts 
Of regal bounty j but our princely gucft 
Muft, though impatient, for a time defer 
His voyage, that with due munificence 
Our giftft may 4k prepared : let all accord 

Benevoknt, 
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Benevolent, and free to furnifti ftorcs 
Worthy acceptance ; mc you fhall confcfs 
The firft in bounty, as the firft in power. 
He ended, and UlylTes anfvver*d blithe : 

thou, by kingly virtues juftly rais'd 
To this imperial eminence ! By thee 
Were I detain/d, till the revolving fun 
Completes his annual circle, in thy will 

1 accjuicfce obedient, till meet (lores 

For my return be rais'd : then at my realm 
With royal largcfTes arriving grac'd, 
And gay retinue, ftrait the wondering Greek* ' 
Will dear refjieft and prompter homage yield. 

To whom Alcinous : Your diftinguifh'd worth 
Too plain is charatHcr'd in all your \x)rt, i 
To doubt you of thofe vagi ant clans, who roam 
Fallacious, and with copious legend take 
The credulous ear ; you, with feverell truth 
Rob'd in rich eloquence, inftruft and pleafe : 
When (like fomc bard, vcrs'd in heroic theme 
^ttemperM to the lyre) you fweetly tell 
Whatever in Grecian ftory was of old 
Recorded eminent, or when you fpeak 
Your own difaftrous fate. But now proceed. 
Say affable, if while you low fojourn*d 
In grofs Taitarean gloom, the mighty ihades 
Of thofe brave warring Greeks appeared, who fell 
By doom of battle ; for the lingering night 
Hath yet much fpace to meafure, and the hour 
Of fleep is (far to come : I can attend 

Si Witk 
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With ravifliment to hear die pleafing talc 
Fruitful of wonders, till the rofeate mom 
Purples the Eaft. Ulyifes thus reply'd : 

Due time, O king, for converfe and rqpofe 
Js ftill remaining j nor will I rcfufe 
With coy denial, what the facred ear 
Of majcfty with audience deigns to grace.' 
Hear next how my affociate warriors fell, 
0*erwhelm*d with huge afSi£Uons, and opprefs'd 
In their own realms by feminine deceit, 
To them more fatal than the prowefs'd foe. 

When by imperious Proferpine recalPd, 
The lady-train difpers'd, the penfive form 
Of Agamemnon came, with thofc begirt 
Whom, in one common fate involv*d, of life 
iEgyfthus had bereav'd. Sipping the gore. 
He recogniz'd me inflant, and outftretch'd 
His unfubftantial arms, exhaufted now 
Of all their vital vigour j with Ihrill plaints 
Piercing the doleful region far : mine eyes, 
Sore wounded with the piteous obje6i: dear, 
Effus'd a flood of tears, while thus I fpake : 

O king of holls ! O ever -honoured fen 
Of Atrtus ! Say to what fevere decree 
Of dcftiny you bow'd. By Neptune's wrath 
Tempcfiing th' ocean, did you there expire 
Whekn'd in the watery abyfs ? Or fell you arm'iJ, 
Making fierce inroad on fomc hoftile coad. 
To ravage herds and flocks ; or in aflault 
Of fomc imperial fortrefs, thence to wij^ 

. /. 5 " , Rich 
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Rich ipoils and beauteous captives, were you flain 
Defeated of your fcizure ? He replied : 

I perifh'd not, my friend, by Neptune's wrath. 
Whelm 'd in the ocean wave ; nor dy*d in arms 
Heroic deeds attempting : but received 
From bafe ^gyfthus, and my bafer queen, 
Irreparable doom, whilft I partook 
Rcfrcfhment, and at fupper jovial fate 
Slain, like an ox that's butcher'd at the crib, 
A death mofl lamentable ! Round me lay 
An hideous carnage of my breathlcfs friends. 
Like beafts new flaughtcr'd for the bridal board 
Or fome luxurious noble, or devote 
To folemn fcftival. On well-fought fields 
You various fcenes of llaughrcr have furvey'd. 
And in fierce tournament ; yet had it qucird 
Your bcft of man to view us on the floor 
Rolling in death, with viands round us fpread. 
And ponderous vafes bruis'd, while human gore 
Flooded the pavement wide. With ihrilling cries 
Caflfandra pierc'd.my ear, whom at my fide 
Falfe Clytemncftra flew : t' avenge her wrong, 
1 with a dying grafp my fabre feiz*d ; 
But the curs'd aflaffin withdrew, nor clos'd 
My lips and eyes. O woman ! woman I none 
Of nature's favage train have lefs remorfe 
In perpetrating crimes : to kill her mate, 
What beaft was e'er a complice ? I retum'd 
Hopeful in affluence of domeftic joy 
Xp reign, encircled with my offspring dear, 

S 4 An4 
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And court-rctinue j but my trahrefs wife 

On female honour hath diffused a ftain 

Indelible ; and her pernicious arts, 

Recorded for reproach on all Ac fcx, 

Shall wound foft innocence with touch of blame* 

I anfwer'd, O ye Powers f by women's wiles 
Jove woiks fure bane to tAI th* imperial race 
Of Atrcus ftill r for Helen's vagrant luft 
Greece mourns her dates difpeoplcd j and you fellf 
By your adultrefs ! Plaintive he reply'd : 

By my difaflcrs warn*d, lo woman '^s faith 
Unbofom nought momentous ; though fhe peal 
Your car (by nature importune to know) 
Unlock not all your fecrets. But your wife, 
Of prudent meek deport, no train of ills 
Will meditate for you by force or guile : 
Her, when we led th* embattled Greeks to Troy^ 
We left in blooming beauty afrclh j your fon 
Then hanging on her breaft ; who now to naan 
Full grown, with men afTociates j your approach 
With rapture he will meet, and glad Jiis fire 
With filifal duty dear ; a blifs to me 
Not deign'd ! my fon I faw not ere I fell 
A viclim to my wife j then, timely wam*d, 
Truft not to woman's ken the time prefix'd 
For your return to Greece. But fay fincere. 
Aught have you heard where my Orefles bides. 
In rich Orchomenus, or fandy Pyle ; 
Or with my brother iiycs he more fecure 
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In fpacious Sparta r for of this dark realm 
He *$ not inhabitant. I thus rejoined : . 

Vain is your queO, Atrides j whether ftitc 
Permits your Ton to draw the breath of hcayoBy 
Friendly to life j or whether in thcfe ihadct 
He roams a ghod, I know not ; nor with ipetch 
Falfe or ambiguous will beguile your ear. 

While mournful thus we talk'd, fufTus'd with teart 
Of tender fympathy, young Pclcus came. 
With his affbciates moft in life beloved. 
Faithful Patroclus, and th' egregious * ion 
Of Ncftor, great in arms ; with them (canjoin'd 
In amicable con^^erfe, e'en by death 
Uncancel^) walk'd the tall iiluftrious ihade 
Of Ajax, with attra£Vivc grace adorn'd. 
And prowcfs ; paragon'd for both to none 
But great Achilles : me the goddefs-bora 
EyM curious^ and at length thus fad began t 

What caufe, Ulyfles, moves thy mind, expat 
Of warlike machinations ; what emprife 
Hath aught of fuch importance, as to tempt 
This dire dcfccnt, where we in dolorous nighty 
Frail incorporeal forms t are doom*d abode ? 

O peerlefs chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The forcmoft name ! I hither am conftraiu'd. 
From the wife Tlicban oracle to hear 
Bell means reveal'd, how to revifit fafe 
My native realm ; by rigid fate repell'dy 

* Antilochus* 
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I 'm exiled yet, with troops of various ills 
Surrounded. But the gods, to your high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief 
With choicer bleffings than the eye of time 
Yet faw conferred, or future (hall behold : 
On eajth you equal hpnours with the gods 
From us receiv'd ; nor by the ftroke of fate 
Sink with diminiih'd luftre, but fupreme 
Reign o'er the .ihades. He folemn fad replied : 

Reign here fupreme ! deem not thy eloquence 
Can aught confole my doom : rather on earth 
A village (lave I 'd be, than titled here 
Imperial and auguft. But fay me true. 
Or did my (on illullrate his defcent 
Firft in the files of • war ; or fled he pale 
A recreant from the fight ? do all our tribet 
In Phthia flill revere my father's throne j 
Or lives he now of regal power defpoiPd, 
A weak contemn'd old man, wanting my arm 
To hold his fceptre firm } tliat arm ! which erft 
Warring for Greece, beftrew'd the Phrygian plains 
With many a prowefs'd knight ! Would heaven rcftore 
The fame puilTant form, I'd foon avenge 
His injur'd age, and re-affert his claim. 

Heceafiqg, Ireply'd; Of Peleus' ftate 
Fame hath to me been filent ; but attend 
While I th' atchievements of thy glorious fon 
Blazon, as truth ihall di£bite. Him to Troy . ' 
From Scyros o'er th* ^gean fafe I bore 
To join th' embattled Greeks : whene'er we (ate 

Ir 
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In council, to mature Tome high deiign, 

Firft of the peerage with perfuafive fpeech 

His fentcnce he difclos*d, by all confefs'd 

The third from Neftor. But whene'er we mor^ 

In battailous array, and the (hrill clang 

Of onfet founded, he, with haughty ftrides. 

Advancing in the van the foremoft chief, 

Picrc'd through the adverfe legions, nor wai deem'd ' 

Not equal to the beft. Each hardy deed. 

Which in his country's cau(e the youth atchiev'd. 

Were long to tell ; but by his javelin dy*d 

Eurypylus, of all th* auxiliary bands 

Fam'd after Memnon firft j with many a peer 

Of Pergameni^n race, around him ftrown. 

When in the wooden horie by Epeus form'd 
Sclc6led heroes lay, aghaft and pale 
The reft, fhuddering with fear, let round big dropt 
Roll from their drooping eyes, he fole abode 
Undaunted, un-difinay'd ; no chilling doubt 
Froftcd his damaik cheek, nor filent tear 
Cours'd from its cryftal fluice, but grafping fierce 
His fpcar and faulchion, for .the combat grew 
Inipatient, menacing decifive rout 
To Troy's opponent powers ; and when the height 
Of Uion had received the final ftroke 
From Grecian valour, with barbaric ipoif , 
To his high fame proportion'd, he retum'd, 
Unmark'd with hoftile wound, though round him Mart 
With tenfold rage oft' made the battle bum. 

Icndeds 
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I ended : joy toeirabie pofiefs'd 
The great paternal (hade ; his fteps be niis'd 
With more mnjMc poctance o'er the mead 
Verdaal! mth alphodel, elate tS- hear 
His Ton's exploits emblazon'd fair by Fame.- 

The reily a pcnfive circle^ round await 
Reciting various dooms, to mortal ear 
CalamttDiu and fad ! From thefc afiart 
The Tclamonian hero, whom 1 foil'd 
In contcft for Achilles' arras, abode 
Sullen with treafur'd wrath : the fatal firifv 
By Thetis was propos'd, and every iudge 
In(lin£k by Pallas, to my claim declar'd 
The prize of right. O ! why was I conftxam*d 
By honour to prevail, and caufc to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adorn*d. 
And pro weft ; peragon'd for both, to none 
But the great ion of Pdeus ! Him with ijpeech 
Lenient of wrath I thus accofled mild : 

Ajax, let this oblivious glooch deface 
The memory of thofe arms, which heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the Greeks, who loft in thee 
Their power of ftrong defence : to mourn thy fall 
The yoice of Grief along thfr^ tented (hore 
Was heard, as loud as when the flower of war. 
Divine Achilles, dy'd : nor deem that aught 
Of human interpos'd to urge thy doom, 
But ireful Jove, to punifh all our hoft. 
Cut oS its darling hope. O royal &ade ! 

Approach, 



HOMER IMITATED. «^ 
■Approach, and afiablc to tne vouchfafe 
Mild audience, calming thy tempcftuous rage. 

Vain was my fuit ! for with th' unbody'd troojjp 
Of fpcf^rcs, fleeting to th' interior ihade 
Of Erebu«, he to my friendly fpcech 
Difdain'd reply ; yet to tliat dark recefs 
Had I purfued his flight, he muft have bom« 
Unwilling corrcfpondence, forc'd by fate, 
Impaifion'd as he was ; but I rcfrain'd. 
For other vifions drew my curious eye. 

Intent I (aw with golden fceptre grave 
Minos, the Ion of Jove, to the pale ghoftg 
Dilixinfing equity ; with faded looks 
They through the wide Plutonian hall appear*d 
Frequent and full, and argued each his cauie 
At that tribunal, trembling whilfl he weighed 
Their pleaded reafon. Of portentous fize 
Orion next I viewM ) a brazen mace 
Invincible he bore, in fierce purfuit 
■Of thofe huge mountain iavages he ilew 
While habiunt of earth, whofe griUy forms 
He urg'd in chace the flowery mead along. 

Nor unobfery'd lay flretch'd upon the marie 
Tityus earth-bom, whofe body long and lax^ 
Cover'd nine acres : there to vultures fat 
Of appetite iniatiate, and with beaks 
For ravine bent^ unintermitting goar*d 
His liver, powerlefs he to put to flight 
The fierce dcvourers 1 to this penance judg*d 
^or rape intended on Latona fair, 

A The 
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The pafamour of Jore, as ihc fojourn'd 
To Pytho o*cr the Panopeian lawns ; 

Delicious landlkip ! In a limpid lake 

Next Tantalus a doleful lot abftes : 

Chin-deep he ftands, yet with affli£Hve drought 

Inceffant pines, while ever as he bows 

To fip rcfrclhment, from his parching thirft 

The guileful water glides. Around the pool 

Fruit-trees of various kinds umbrageous fpread 

Their pamper'd boughs : the racy olive green 

The ripe pomegranate big with vinous pulp. 

The lufcious fig iky-dy'd, the tafteful pear 

Vermilion'd half, and apples mellowing fweet 

In bumrfh*d gold, luxuriant o*er him wave. 

Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 

Of food ambrofial :— when he tries to ftize 

The copious fruitage fair, a fudden guft 

Whirls it aloof amid th' incumbent gloom. 

Then Sifyphus, the neareft mate in woe. 
Drew my regard ; he with diflended nerves 
Ay rolls a ponderous ftone up a rugged rock ; 
Urg'd up the fteep cliflF flow with hand and foot 
It mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peak. 
Precipitous. adown the (lopy fide 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, with duft befmear'd. 
And dew'd with fmoaking fweat, incefTant plies. 

I laft the vifionaYy (emblance viewed 
Of Hercules, a Ihadowy form ; for he, 
The real fon of Jove,, in heaven's high court 

Abide t| 
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Abides, affociate with the gods, and ihares 
Ceieftial banquets ; where, with fbft difJMrt 
Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 
Treats him noftumal. With terrific clang 
Surrounding ghoft, like fowl, the region ^ving 
Vexatious, while the tht-eatening image (btndsy 
Gloomy as night, from his bent battle-bow 
In aft to let th* aerial arrow fly. 
Athwart his breaft a military zone 
Dreadful he wore, where grinn'd in fretted gold 
Grim woodland favagcs, with various fcenes 
Of war, fierce joufting knights, and havoc dire, 
With matchlefs art portray'd ; me llrait he knexv. 
And, piteous of my ftate, addrefs'd me thus : 

O excrcis'd in grief, illuftrious fon 
Of good Laertes, fam'd for warlike wiles I 
Fated thou art (like mjB, what time I breath*d 
Ethcnal draught) beneath unnumbered toils 
To groan opprefs'd : ev'n 1, the feed of Jove, 
Combated various ills, and was adjudged 
By an inferior wretch (what could he more ?) 
To drag to light the triple-crefted dog 
That guards hell*s mafly portal : I atchiev'd 
The talk injoin'd through the propitious aid 
Of Mercury and Pallas, who vouchfaf 'd 
Their friendly guidance ; then without reply, 
To Pluto's court majeflic he retir*d. 

Mean time for others of heroic note 
I waited, in the lifts of ancient fame 
Inroird illuftrious ; and had haply ften 

Great 
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"Great Thefeus, and Piricbous his compeer. 
The race of gods ; but at the htdcouS' fcream 
Of fpcd^res ifTuing from the dark profound 
I wax*d infirm of purpofb, ibre diiinay'd 
Left Proserpine (hould fend Meduia, curl'd 
With fnaky locks, to fix me in her realm 
Stiff with Gorgonian horror : to the (hip 
Retreating fpeedy thence, I bade my mates 
To Ihove from ihore : joyous they ftrait began 
To ftem the tide, and brufli'd the whitening fcas^ 
Till the freih gales reliev'd the labouring oar. 



THE W I D O WS WILE, 

A T A L E. 

TT AV £ you not feen (to ftate the cafe) 
•■' -^ Two wafps lie ftruggling in a glals ? 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 
Allur'd, about the brim they play i 
They light, they i^urmur, then begin 
To lick, and fo at length £ip in ; 
Embracing ^lofc the couple lics^ 
Together dip, together rile { 
You'd fwear they love, and yet they ftrive 
Which ih^U be funk, and which furvive. 

Such feign'd amours, and real hate. 
Attend the matrimonial ftate i 

Whca 
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When facred vows arc bought and fold. 
And hearts are ty*d with threads of gold. 

A nymph there was, who ('tis avcr'd 
By fame) was born without a beard : 
A certain fign, the learned declare. 
That (j!;uarded with uncommon care) 
Her virtue might remain at ten 
Impregnable, to boys or men. 
But from that Jtra we'll proceed, 
To find her in a widow's weed : 
Which, all love's chronicles agree. 
She wore juft turn'd of twenty -three ; 
For an old f<Jt fhe call'd her mate, 
For jewels, pin-money, and plate. 
The dame, pofll-fs'd of wealth and cafe, 
Had no more appetites to plcafe ; 
That which provokes wild girls to wed> 
Fie !-— It ne'er enter'd in her hcad.ft. 

Yet fome prolific planet fmil*d. 
And gave the pair a chopping child ; 
Intitled by the law to claim 
Her hufband's chattels, and his name t 
But was fo like his mother ! She 
The Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 

This matron fair for fpoufe deceased 
Had forrow'd fore, a week at lead j 
And feem'd to grudge the worms that prey. 
Which had lain dead full many a day. 
From plays and balls flie now refrain'd. 
To a dark room by cuflom chain'd j 

T And 



474 PENTON^S POEMS. 

And not a male for love or gold, 

But the dear hopes of two years old. • 

The maids fo kmg in prifoa peat, 
A(k Jeave to air ; ibe gives confent 
(For health is riches to the poor) : 
But Tom mufl ftay to guard the door. 
Ib reading Sherlock (he'd employ 
Her foiitude, and tend the boy. 

When madam fees the coaft is clear, 
0er fpirits mantle and career ; 
Diffiifing ardour through her mien ; < 
Pity they fhould condenfe to fpleen ! 
But now by honour (he's confin'd. 
Who fluttered once as free as wind : 
And on a mafquerading mom. 
By fix fecurely could return j 
Having, to feal him fafe till nine. 
With opium drugg'd her fpoufe's wine. 
This the gay world no worfe would hold. 
Than had (he only chang'd his gold : 
The fpecies anfwer'd all demands, 
And only pafs'd through other hands. 
^ut honour now prefcribes the law. 
The tyrant keeps her will in awe ; 
For charity forbid to roam, 
And not a chitterling at home. 
What ! a large ftomach, and no meat ! 
In pity, Love, provide a treat, 
Can widows feed on dreams and wiflics, 
Like hags on vifionafy difhes ? 

Impof- 
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Impoflible! Througk ^lli of (tone 

Hunger will break, ttffuck a hont. 

Want, oft' in times of old, wc read. 

Made mothers on their infants feed i 

And now conilrain'd this matron mild, 

To grow hafd->>earted to her child. 

Her darling child (he plnch'd ; he fquall'di 

In hafte the favourite footman *s called, 
' To pacify the peevifli chkj 

For who but he could do tht feat ? 
He fmarting fore, refused to play ; 
But bade man Thomas beat mamma. 

She, laughing, fooh a^'ow'd her flame 
By various figns that want a name. 
The lac<iucy iaw, with trctnbling joy, 
Gay humour dancing in her eye ; 
And ftrait with equal fury fir'd 
^egan th* attack j the dame retir'd : 
And haply falling as fhe fled,- 
He beat her tell ihc lay for dead j 
But (with new vfgourfor the ftrife) 
Soon with a figh rcturn'd to life. 

Think ye (he'd e'er foi'give her fM, 
For what the naughty nrnn had done ? 
She did ; yet, fpitcd with his pain. 
He founds th' alarm td charge again* 
But, 'fquire, confultyour potent ally. 
Whether he 's yet prepar'd to rally- 
Yes ,• blood IS hot on either fidt ; 
Another combat mutt be try 'd . • 

^Tz She 
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She knew the foe could da no more. 

Than at the firft attack Ihe borcj 

So at his little malice fmilM, 

And cry'd. Come on !— To pleafe the child. 

A . L A - M O D ' E . 

'KJT Y better fclf, my heaven, my joy ! 

"^ While thus imparadis'd I lie, 
Tranfported in thy circling arms 
With frefli variety of charms ; 
From fate I fcarce can think to crave 
A blifs, but what in thee I have. 
Twelve months, my dear, have paft, fmcc thou 
Didft plight to me thy Virgin vow j 
Twelve months in rapture (i)ent ! for they 
Seem (horter than St. Lucy's day : 
A bright example we fliall prove 
Of lafting matrimonial love. 

Meanwhile, I beg the gods to ]grant 
(The only favour that I want) 
That I may not furvive, to fee 
My happinefs expire with thee, 
O ! fhould I lofe my dcarefl dear, 
By thee, and all that's good, I fwear, 
l*d give ray felf the fatal blow ; ^ 

And wait thee to the world below. 

When Wheedle tlius to fpoufc in bed, 
S^ke the bcil things he e'er had read i 



Madam 
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Madam furpriz'd, (you muft fuppofe it) 
Had lock'd a Templar in the clolet : 
A youth of pregnant parts, and worth. 
To play at picquet, and lb forth— 
This wag, when he had heard the whole, 
Demurely to the curtain ftole ; 
And peeping in, with folemn tone 
Cry'd out, O man ! thy days are doHC : 
The gods are fearful of the worft. 
And feud mc, Death, to fetch thee firft ; 
To ilivc thrlr favourite from iVlf-murdcr, 
f .0 I tlius 1 exi'curc their order. 
Hold, Sir, for fccond thoughts arc beft, 
I'he iiulband cry'd 4 'tis my rcqueft 
With pleafure to prolonj^my life.--- 
Your meaning ?— Pray, fir, take my wife. 



SAPPHO TO P II A O N, 
A LOVE EPISTLE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

"ITT H AT, after nil my art, will you demand, 

^ ^ Before the whole is read , the writer's hand ? 
And could you guefs from v. horn this letter canie 
Before you faw it fign'd \vitli bappiio's name ? 
Don't wont^er, fmcc I'm " )rm'd for lyricks, why . 
The ftrain is turn'd to plaintive eicgy ; ^ 

T 3 I mourn 
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' I mourn my (lighted love ; alas ! my lute. 
And fprighly odes, would ill with forrow fuit. 
Tm fcorch'd, I burn, like fields of corn on fire^ 
When winds to fan the furious blaze confpire. 
To flaming .^na Phaon *s pleas'd to roam. 
But Sappho feels a fiercer flame at home. 

No more my thoughts in even numbers flow, 
A'erfe beft befits a mind devoid of woe. 
No more I court the nymphs I once caitft. 
But Phaon rules unrival'd in my brcaft» 
Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy ; 
A fatal face to me, too cruel boy ! 
Rnflav'd to thofe enchanting looks, that wcgt 
The blufli of Bacchus and Apollo's air ; 
AlFume the garb of either god, in theC 
We every grace of either god may fee ; 
Yet they confefs'd the power of female charms. 
In Daphne's flight and Ariadne's arms ; 
Tlio»xgh neither nymph was fam'd for wit, to roov« . 
With melting airs the rigid foul to love. 
To me the Mufe vouchfafes celeftial fire. 
And my foft numbers glow with warm defire ; 
Alcsus and myfelf alike (he crown'd, 
Jor foftpefij I, and he for ilrength renown'd. 
Beauty, 'tis true, penurious fate denies. 
But wit my want of beauty well fupplies : 
My (bape I own is (hoit, but yet my name 
Is far ditfus'd, and fills the voice of fame. 



II 
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If Tm not fair, young Pcrfcus did adore 

The fwarthy graces of the royal * Moor : 

Themilk-whirc doves with mottled mates are joiti'ij 

And the gay parrot to the turtle's kind : 

J5ut if you'll fly from Love's connubial rites - 

Till one a« charming as yourfelf invites, 

None of ourfcx can everblcfs your bed, 

Ne'er think of wooing, for you ne'er can wed. 

Yet, when you read my verfe, you lik'd each line. 
And fwore no numbers were fo fweet as mine j 
I fang (that plcafing image Hill is plaiti, 
Such tender things we lovers long retain!) 
And ever when the warbling notes I rais'd, 
You with fierce kiflVs (lifted what you praia'd. 
Some ^'inning grace in every ad: you found. 
But in full tides of ccftafy were drown'd j 
When murmuring in the melting joys of love, 
Round yours my curling limbs began to move : 
But now the bright Sicilian maids adore 
Tlie youth, \yho feem'd fo fond of mc before : 
Send back, fend back my fugitive ! for he 
Will vow to you the vows he made to me : 
That fmooth deceiving tongue of his can charm 
The coyeft ear, the roughed pride difarm. 

Oh, aid thy poetcfs, great Queen of Love, 
Aufpicious to my growing pafiion prove ! 
Fftrtune was cruel to my tender age. 
And ftill purfues with unrelenting rage, 

* Andromeda. 

T4 Of 
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Of parents, whilft a child, I was bereft. 
To the wide world an helplefs orphan left : 
My brother in a ftrumpet's vile embrace 
Lavifh'd a large eftate to buy dilgrace, 
Aad doom'd to traffick on the main is toft. 
Winning with danger what with Ihame he oft. 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His conduft, and was careful of his fame : 
And.then (as if the woes I bore befide 
Were yet too light) my. little daughter dy'd. 
But after all thefe pangs of forrow paft, 
A worfe came on, for Phaon came at laft ! 
No gems, nor rich embroidered filks, I wearj 
No more in artful curls I comb my hair j 
No golden threads the wavy locks ihwreath. 
Nor Syrian oils diffufive odours breathe : 
Why ihould I putfuch gay allurements on. 
Now he,- the darling of my foul, is gone ? 
Soft is my bread, and keen the killing dart. 
And he who gave the wound deferves my heart • 
My fate is fix'd, forfure the fates decreed 
That he fhould wound, and Sappho's bofom bleed. 
By the fitioothblandifhments of verfc betray 'd. 
In vain I call my realbn to my aid ; 
The Mule is faithlefs to the fair at beft, 
But fatal in a love-fitk lady's breaft. 

Yet is it ftrange lo fweet a youth fliould dart 
Flames fo refilllefs to a woman's heart ? 
Him had Aurora feen, he foon had feiz'd 
Her foul, and Ccphalas no more had pleas'd : 
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Chafte Cynthia, did fhe once behold his charms. 
For Phaon's would forfake Endymion's arms j 
Venus \Vould bear him to her bower above, 
But there (he dreads a rival in his love. 

fair perfe6lion thou, nor youth, nor boy^ 
Fix'd in the bright meridian point for joy ! 
Come, on ray panting breaft thy head recline. 
Thy love I aflt not, only fufler mine : 
While this I a(k (but alk I fear in vain) 
See how m^ falling tears the letter ftain. 

At lead, why wduld you not vouchfafe to fhcw 
A kind regret, and fay, *' My dear, adieu I" 
Nor parting kifs 1 gave, nor tender tear. 
My ruin flew on fwifter wings than fear : 
My wrongs, too fafely treafur'd in my mind. 
Are all the pledges l^aon left behind ; 
Nor could I make my laft delire to thee, 
Sometimes to caft a pitymg thought on me. 
But, gods i when Hrft.the killing news I heard. 
What pale agnazement in my looks appear'd ! 
A while o'crwhelm'd with unexpefled woe. 
My tcmgue forbore to fpeak, my eyes to flow. 
But when, toy fenfe was wakcn'd to defpair, 

1 beat my tender brcall, and tore my hair : 
As adi(lra6ted mother weeps forlorn. 
When to the grave her fondling babe is borne. 
Meanwhile my cruel brother, for relief, 
With fcorn infults me, and derides my grief : 
Poor foul ! he cries, I doubt ihe grows iinccre $ 
Her daughter is retupi*d to life I fear. 

'^ Mindlefi 
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Mindlcfs of fame, I to the world reveal 
The love fo long I laboured to conceal. 
Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to me; . 
All day I dote, and dream all night of thee : 
Though Phaon fly to regions far remote. 
By Sleep his image to my bed is brought : 
Around my neck thy fond embraces twine. 
Anon I think my arms incircle thine : 
Then the warm wifhes of my foul I fpeak. 
Which from my tongue in dying murmun break : 
.Heaven* I with thy balmy lips my lips arc preft: 
And then ! ah then I—I blulh to v .ite the reft. 
Thus in my dreams the bright ideas play 
And gild the glowing fccncs of fancy gay : 
With life alone my lingering love muft end. 
On thee my love, my life, my all depend. 

But at the dawning day my pieafurcs fleet. 
And I (too foon !) perceive the dear deceit j 
In caves and groves I fcek to calm my grief; 
The caves and groves afford me no relief 
Frantic I rove, diforder*d with defpair. 
And to the winds unbind my fcattcr'd hair. 
I find the Shades, which to our joys were kind^ 
But my falfe Phaon there no more I find : 
With him the caves were cool, the grove was grees. 
But now bis abfence withers all ihe fcenc : 
There weeping, I the grafly couch furvey, 
Where fide by fide we once toge.lier lay : 
J fall where thy forfaken print appears, 
And the kind turf imbibes my flowing tear*. 

The 
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The birds and trees to grkf aififtaoce bring, 

Thcfe drop their leaves, apd they forbear to ^g .* 

Poor PhiloQiel, of all the quii?» alone 

For mangled Itys warjsles out her moan ; 

Her moan for him trills fwcetly through the grovt. 

While Sappho (ings of ill-requited love. 

To this dear folitudc the Naiads bring 
Their fruitful urns, to fionn a (Uver fpring e 
The trees that on the (hady margin grow^ 
Are green above, the banks are green below : 
Here while by forrow.lull'd aflecp I lay. 
Thus faid the guardian nymph, ojr feem'd to lay $ 
"Fly, Sappho» Ay ; to cure this deep deipair. 
To the Leucadian rock in baJfte repair; 
High on whofe hoary top an awful fane. 
To Phoebus rear'd, fuiveys the fubjcft main. 
This delJTerate cure, of old, Deucalion try'd» 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrha's pride 1 
Into the waves, as holy ricgs require. 
Headlong he lesp'd, and quench'd his bopclefs fire^: 
Her frozen broaft a fudden flame fubdued, 
And ihe who fled the youth 1 the youth purfued. 
Like him, tp give thy raging paffion eaie^ 
Precipitate thyfelf into the Teas. 

This faid, ihe difappear'd. I deadly wan 
Roie up, and guihing tears unbouoded ran .* 
I fly, ye nymphs, I fly ; though fear aflail. 
The woman, yet the lover mutt prevail. 
In death what terrors can defcrvc my care ? 
The pang« of dfidJJtk di? gentler than dcf^air. 

Vc 
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Ye winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my fall. 
Your downy pinions fpread ! my weight is fmall. 
Thus refcued, to the god of verfe I '11 bow, 

Hang up my lute, and thus infcribe my vow : 
To Phoebus grateful Sappho gave this lute j 
The gift did both the god and giver fuit. 

But, Phaon, why fhould I this toil endure, 
tVhcn thy return would foon complete the cure ? 
Thy beauty, and its balmy power, would be 
A PhcEbus and Lcucadian rock to me, 
O harder than the rock to which I go, 
And deafer than the waves that war below / 
Think yet, oh think ! Ihall future ages ttU 
That I to Phaon's fcorn a vidrini fell ? 
Or hadft thou rather fee this tender breaft 
Bruis'd on the clift, than clofc to Pliaon's preft ? 
This breaft, which, fiU'd with bright poetic fiic. 
You made me once believe you did admire ? 
O could it now fupply me with addrefs 
To plead m/ caufe, and court thee with fuccef* ! 
But mighty woes my genius, quite control, 
And damp the riling vigour of my foul : 
No more, ye LelBian nymphs, delire a fong. 
Mute is my voice, my lute is all unftiung. 
My Phaon's fled, who made my fancy fhine, 
(Ah ! yet I fcarce forbear to call him— mine.) 
Phaon is fl<jd ! but bring tlie youth again, 
Infpiring ardors will revive my vein. 
But why, alas ! this unavailing prayer ? 
Vain are my vows, an^ fleet with common air : 

My 
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My VOW'S the winds difpcrfe, and make their fport. 
But ne'er wilTwaft him to the Leibian port. 

Yet if you purpofe to return, 'tis wrong 
To let your miftrefs languifh here fo long : 
Venus for your fair voyage will compofc 
The fea, for from the fea the goddefs rofc : 
Cupid, affifted with propitious gales, 
Will hand the rudder, and diredl: the fails. 
But, if reientlefs to my prayer you prove, 
If iHil, unkind without a caufe, you'll rove. 
And ne'er to Sappho's longing eyes reftore 
That obje6Vi which her hourly vows implore; 
'Twill be compaflion now t* avow your liate ; 
Write, and confirm the rigour of my fate I 
Then, fleel'd with refglution by defpair. 
For cure I *11 to the kinder feas repaii : 
That laft relief for love-fick minds I'll try ; 
Phoebus may grant what Phaon could deny. 



ADVER- 



aft FfiNTON'S tO^M%. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

np H £ ancientd hsve left tts little farther account o* 
Phaon, than that he was an old maritter^ whoA 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, whom 
Sappho, and ieveral other Leibian ladies, fell ^ilionately 
in love with; and therefore I thought it iriight bft 
pardonable to vary the circumflances of his ftory, 
and to add what I thought proper in the followio|^ 
epifUe. 

PHAON TO SAPPHO. 

T Soon perceived from whence your letter came, 
•*• Before t faw it fign*d with Sappho's name : 
"Such tender thoughts in fuch a flowing verfc. 
Did Phoebus to the flying nymph rehearfe ; 
Yet Fate was deaf to all his powerful charms. 
And tore the beauteous Daphne from his arms ! 

With fuch concern your paffion I iurvey. 
As when I view a veffel tofs'd at fca ; 
I beg each friendly power the florm may ceafe^ 
And every warripg wave be lull*d in peace. 
What can I more than wifh ? for who can free 
The wretched from the woe the gods decree > 
W^ith generous pity I *ll repay your flame j 
Pity ! *tit what deferves a fofter name 5 

Which 
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Which yet, I fear, of equal ufe wottld prors 
To footh a tempeft, as abate your love. 

How can my art your fierce difeafc fubdue > 
I want, alas ! a greater cure than, y^tk : 
Benumb'd in death the cold phyikian lies, 
While for his help the feverilh patient crios : 
Call me not cruel, but reproach my fate, . 
And, KiikeBing while my woes I here relate, 
Let your foft bofom heave with tender fighs^ 
Let melting forrow languifli in your eyes ; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conibrain'd to rove, , 

Whofe crime and punifhment is (lighted love ; 
Fix'd for his guilt, to every coming age, 
A monument of Cytherea's rage. 

At Melea bom, my race unknown to fame. 
With oars I ply'd j Colymbus was my name; 
A name that from the diving birds I bore,. ^ 

Which feek their filhy food along the Ihore* 
One fummeF-eve in port I left my fail. 
And with my partners fought a neighbouring vale $ 
What time the rural nymphs repair'd to pay 
Their floral honours to the Queen of May. 
At firft their various- charm» my choice confufe. 
For wha^ is choice where each is fit to chuie > 
But love or fate at length my bofom fir'd 
With a bright maid in myrtle-green attirM ; 
A ihepherdefe fhe was, and on the lawn 
Sate to the fetting-fun from dewy dawn j 
Yet fairer than the nymphs who guard the teams 
l^n pearly cave?, aod Ihun the burning beams. 

Iwhiiper 
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I whifper love ; fhe flies j I ftill purfue, 

To prefs her to the joy flie never knew : 

And while I fpeak the virgin blulhes fprcad 

Her damalk beauty with a warmer red. 

I vow'd unfliaken faith, invoking loud 

Venus, t* atteft the folcmn faith I vow'd ^ 

Invoking all the radiant lights above, 

(But mufl the lamp that lights the realm of love) 

Tvo more to guide me with their friendly rays» 

But leave my Ihip to perifh on the feas. 

If the dear charmer ever chanc'd to find 

My heart diflpyal, or my look unkind. 

A maid will liftcn when lier lover fwears. 
And think his faith more real than her fears . 
The careful ihephcrdcfs fecur'd her flocks 
From the devouring wolf, and wily fox, 
Yet fell herlclf an undefended prey 
To one more cruel and more falfe than tliey* 
The nuptial joys we there conuimmate foon. 
Safe in the friendly filence of the mooa j 
And till the birds proclaimed the dawning day. 
Beneath a fhade of flowers in tranfpott lay : 
I rofe, an^ foftly fighing, view'd her o'er j 
How chang'd, I thought, from what ihe was before ! 
Yet ftill repeated (eager to be gone) 
My former pledges, with a fainter t(vie, 
And promis'd quick return : the peniive fair 
Went with reluftance to her f eecy care ; 
While I refolv'd to quit my native (horc. 
Never to fee the latc-lov'd Malca more. 

Frcfh 
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Frefli on the wiveiiihd morning breeacs 
To bear my veflel and niy vonvs away : • 
With profpcrous f}>eed t fly before the win 
And leave the length of Lefbos all behind 
Far diftant front my^Malean love at laft, 
(Secure with twenty leagues between ti» cs 
I furl my fails, and oh tile Sigrian fhorc. 
Adopting that my ftat, the vcflcl moor. 
Sigrium, from whofti ifefrial height I fpy 
The diftant fields thtt febre imperial Ttoy, 
Wlvich, fiili'accnrs'afor Helen's broken ^ 
Procure thin crops, 'tingt^teful to the plow. 
I gaze, revoMngln'ihy guilty mind ; 
' What future vengttirice' will my falfchooid f 
When kingsi andeftipiitis,' no forgircnefs | 
For violated Htes j and" fahh prophan'd ! 

Sea-faring on tWJt <Saft I led my liftf,' 
A commoner ofloffe," without a wife; 
Content with cafusl j^s : and vainly thoug 
Venus forgflvfe''tbe»ptt-/ur*'d, or forgot. 
And now my- fi«ifcth=^«i" began to flied 
An undiftinguifli'd. winter o*er my head^": 
When, bent forTfencdbs, a country daitM 
(I thought her fuch") ftw %ecdy pallage can 
A palfy (hook her lintbs | a fhrivePd fl^id' 
But ill conceal'd tbe flt^tetmv within ? i. : 
A monument of Time : With equal giatt 
Her garb had poverty to fuit her face. \ . 
Jixtorting firft my -price, I fpread my faiV: 
And fleer my courfe Wom. a-mcify gtlv:^:! 
TI 



%^9 FEN TON'S FOE MS. 
Which haply turn'd her tatter'd veil alidey 
When in her lap a golden vafe I fpy'd j 
dA round (b rich with orient gems enchas'd, 
A flamy luftne o*er the gold they caft. 
With eager eyes I view the tempting bane. 
And failing now fecure amid the main. 
With felon force I feize the fceming crone. 
To plunge her in» and make the prize my own* 
To Venus ft^t flic chan^'d divine to view ! 
The laughing Loves around their aiotlier flewf 
Who, circled with a pomp of Graces, Utood^ 
Such as fhe firil afcendcd from the flood. 
I bow'd, ador'd — With terror in her voice. 
Thy violence (flic cry'd) fliall win the prize : 
Renew thy wrinkled form, be young and fairs 
But fbon thy heart fliall own the pur4:haie dear. 
Nor is revenge forgot, though long delay'-dt 
Tor vows attefled in the Malean flia4e— - 
Wrapt in a. purple cIoud» flic cut the fluet. 
And looking down, iiill threat'ned wkh her eyes* 

My fear at length difpcli'd (thji; fight of gold 
Can make an avaricious coward bold) 
I feiz'd the glittering fpoil, in hope to find - 
A cafe fo rich with richer treafurct linM. 
The lid remov'd, the vacant (pace inclot'd 
> An effence, with celeftial art composed ; 
Which cures old age* and makes the ihriTel'd dbedi 
Blufliy at Bacchus, and as Hebe (leek s 
Strength to the nerves the tte£bur'd fweett fiipply* 
And eagjle-iadiance to the fiided eye, 

Vmt 
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¥Idr iharp difeafc, nor want, nor age have power 
T' in^de that vigour, and that bloom deflower. 

Th* cffeft I found j for, when return 'd to land, 
^otne drops liprinklcd on "iny fun-burnt hkndj 
Where'er they fell, (urpfizing'to the fight, 
The freckled browh imbib'd a milky white? 
So look tlie panther's varied fides ; and fb 
The pheafarit's wing, bedropt With flakes of fhow. 
•I wet the whdle, the fame celeftial hue 
Tin6hir'd the whole ; mreander'd o'er with blue. 
Struck with amazement here, I paufe a fpace ; 
Nclt-vnth the liquid fwcets anoint my face ; 
My neck -and hoaery locks I then bedew, 
And in the waves my changing Vifagc view. 
Strait with tny charms the watry mirror glows> 
Thofe fatal charms that ruin'd your rcpofc ! 
Still doubting> up I ftart, and f^ar to find 
Some young Adonis gating o'er behind. 
My wafle, «nd all niy limbs, T laft befmear'S, 
And foon a glolTy youth o*cr all afjpcar'd. 

Long wrapt in filent wonder, on the ftrind, 
I like a ftatue oJF Apollo fland : 
Like hisy with oval grace my front rs ^read s 
Like his, my lips and cheeks are rofy red ; 
Like fais my limbs are fliapM ; in every paxt 
So juft, they tnock'the fculptor's mimic art : 
And golden curls adowmny flloulder's flow ; 
l*4or wants there ought, except the lyre and bow. 
Reftor'd to youth, triumpant I repair 
'^0 court; to captifatc di' admiring fair: 

U a My 
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My faultlcfs form the LefbUn ^ymphs adore * 
Avow their flames, weep, figh, protcft, implore. 
There feel I firft the penance of my lih j 
All fpring without, an^ win^r ^11 within I 
From m*e'thc feiife of gijd^fi^^ f ^ Aed, . • , 

And all their charms are cyrdia^ tp thg dead« ... 
Orif witliih my brcatt thejfc. chjijjpQ to rife . . .■ 
The fwetf jjememUrajncp of thi^nenial, joys ;., » . . 
Sudden it leaves }Tic,iik^.atr^uJ5.ent gleam .^ ., .*. 
That gil(ls tlip furface of ji frce74ng fbeauA. • . . . , 
Meantime witlj yarjoys pai]gs my heait is tofiff . 
Hate drives \vith Pity.,. §ilaame contends witl^ Scorn t 
Confus'd with ^rief, I qu^t^tbe court, to rai^gc 
In favage wilds j and curfc my p^ual change, ^.. 
The phoenix ib| reftor'd witi^ ijch perf urae*, , , . .. 
Difplays thq flbpri^ prj^? <tf aii hh plumes f . [. , , . . 
Then flies to ^ye ami4.lJl'.,Arabi^ grove, ^ .,,. • 
In barren folitude, afoft^plovCr- ... x^nuv.- 
But, in tl^ s^hxk Tscsjfs of woods and plaij^ ^ ^--.^ .. 
The viper Envy ^jevel'd ip my vcinsj ., ',a ^ r. • 
And ever jvjj^ the mg,lex^fs*d his bride^ . . , . . 
Sighing with rage, I turnldmy eyesafide.. ,j^. ■ ^ .^ 
In river, m^, and gppve,. fuch objofts roif,.,. 
T' avenge the ^pddeft,. 5,nd awaljLC my woc^a .,..•.. 
Filh, beaft, ^nd bir4^ ip riy.er, mead, aad §kovc^ 
Blefs'd and rgver'd the bUfsful powers of Lovfi, 

What can I do for eajfe -^ .Ot, whither fly ? 
Refume jny. fatal form, ^p g9d§, I cry : 
Wither this beauteous .bloom, fo tempting gay. i 
And let mc live tnnsfQXQx'di to weak, and ^y I 

; By 
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By change of cLUuc my fortows to beguile, 
1 leave for Sicily my native iile : 
Vain hopt: ! for who Can leiii^e himfelf bcbim 
And live a though tlefs cjttk from the mmd } 
Arrivmg there, amidfi a Eqwery plain 
That join'ii the ihorcp 1 viewed 9. virgin- triUi 
Who i& foft ditties fuug of Aci^* fiamcj 
And ikevv'd with annual wreaths Lis amber ^^ 
Me foon they faw, and, fii'd with pttiui py^^^ m. 
He comes, die gcxi-like Ati^ comes, they c^f ^ 
fair pride of JSleptiine'a court 1^ indulge our pra 
Approach, yi^u 've now no Folyylieme to fear 4 
Accept our ritei : to hind ijay brow^ we krmg. 
Thtfe e aill eft hfi a aun of the rofy fpring : , ^ 
So may thy Galatea f^iU be kitid^ M 

As we thy fmiling pQwcr propitious find f 1 
But if^(they read tlitk trror in my bluili ; 
For Ihame, and rage^ and Icoin, ahtraate dui 
But if of Earthy race, yet kind<:r prove; 
Rcfufe all other rites, but tliofe of Lqvc* 
That hated word new-frabs my ra^i^tluig \4 0Uiv 
Like a ftuck deer X iiartle at the; found : 
Thence to the woods witli furious fpeed repair^, 
And leave them all abaadon^d to defiwir, 

Sop frighted by the fwain*, ,ta reach the bv^ka 
Glides from a funny bank the glittering in akc ; 
And whilft, rcviv'd tn youth, bis wavy tf ain 
Floats in large fpires^ and b^rns along ibe 
He darts malignance from his fcomfui eycj 
And the voune' flowers ^m lb ii^idluiifs dk* 
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Let my fad fate your foft ccnAp^on movt, 
Convinc'd that Phaon would', but cannot lore :' 
To torture anddiftraft my foul, are join 'd 
Unfading youtli, and impotence of mind. 
The white and red that flatter on my ikin. 
Hide hell; the grinning Furies howl withih ; 
Pride, E«vy, Rage, and Hate inhabit there. 
And the black child of Guilt, extreme Deipair ^ 
Nor of lefs terror tO die perjur'd prove 
The frowns of Venus, than die bolts of Jofve. 
When OrpKcus in the woods began to play, 
Sooth'd with his airs the leopards round him lay : 
Their glaring eyet with leffen'd fury bnm'd ; 
But when the l^re was mute, their rage retuniM : 
So would thy Mufe and lute a \vhile controul 
My woes, and tune the difcord of my foul: 
In fwect fufpence each lavage thought reftrain*dV 
And then, the lore I never felt I feign'd. 
O Sappho, now that Mufe and Itite employ ; 
Invoke the golden goddefs from the iky : 
From the Leucadian rock ne*er hope rcdrcfs 2 
lo love, Apollo boafts no fure fuccefs : 
Let him prcfide o*er oracles and arts ; 
Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearCi. 
O, let the warbled hymn* delight her ear; 
Can ihe when Sappho fmgs refufe to hear f 
Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pain. 
While flowers and burning gums perfume her fank 

* Alluding to her Ode xx> Yenim 

Ana 
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And when, defcending to the plaintive found. 

She comes confefs'd with aH her Graces round i 

O, plead my caufe ! intfiat aufpicious hour, 

Propitiate with thy vowd the vengeful power. 

Nor ceafe thy fuit, till with a fmiling air 

She cries, I give niy Phaon to thy prayer : 

And, from his crime abfolv'd, with all his chftrms 

He long fhall live, and die in Sappho's arms. — 

Then fwifr, and gentle as her gentlcft dore, 

I'll feck thy breaff, and equal all thy love : 

Hymen (hall clap his purple wings, and fpread 

Incelfant raptures o'er the nuptial bed. 

And while in pomp at Cythcrea's (brine, 

With choral fong ahd d^nce, our vows we join ; 

Her flaming altar with religious fear 

I*U touch, and proftrate on the marble, fwear 

TThat zeal and love for ever (hall divide 

My heart, between the goddefs and the bride. 

A . T A L ^, 

DeviTed in the plefaant Manere of 
6ENTIL MAlSTER JEOFFREY CHAUCER. 

TTT Hylom in Kent there dwelt a clcrke, 

^^ Who wyth grete cheer, and iitil werke, 
Upfwalen was with venerc r 
-For meagi^e L,cat ae recked hCf 

U 4 Ne 
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.Ne fainfts dales h^d in rememlprauncc. 

Mo will had 1^ to daliaunce. 

To ferchen out a bellamic, . 

He had a (harp and licorous eic ; 

But it wold bett abide a leke, 

Or onion, than the fight of Greke : 

Wherefore, God ycve him fliame, Boccace 

Serv'd him for Bafil and Ignace, 

His vermeil cheke that fhgn wyth mirth. 

Spake him the yjtheft prieft on yearth : 

At chyrch, tg^fhew his lillied hond. 

Full fetoufly he prank'd his bond ;* 

Sleke weren his flaxen locks yierapt. 

And Ifaac We^^^r was he nempt.. . 

Thilke clerke, echaufed in the groyne. 
For a young jdamofcll did pyne, , ; 
Bom in Eaft-Cheap ; who, by my fay, 
Ypcrt was as a. popinjay : 
Ke wit ne wordes did fhe waunt; 
Wele cond Ihe many a romaunt j 
Ore mufcadine, or fpiced ale, 
She carrold foote as nightingale : 
And for the n2ttioc couth rowle h^ ?yne, 
Withouten fpeche ; a fpcciall figne 
She lack'd foftidble of what ech dame 
Holds dere as life, yet dredes to name : 
So was cftroon« -by Ifaac won. 

To blifsful ew^Juramation. ^ 

Here mought I now tcllen'the feftes, i 

Who yave the bryde, how bibb'd.t^he gheftct j 
■ 5 * B»t 



* A, 1? A L E^ . 

But withoutcn fuch gawdes, X trow 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 
Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's fong^ 
A tale fhold never be too longj 
And fikerly in fayre En^lond 
None bett doeth taling underftond. 

She now, algates full fad to chaunge 
The citee for her hufbond's graunge, 
To Kent mote ; for fhe wele did knowe 
'Twas vaine ayenft the ftreme to rowe, 
Sa wend they on one fteed yfere, 
Ech cleping toder life and dere ; 
Ileven fliilde hem fro myne Bromley hoft. 
Or many a groat theyf meel woU coft. 

Deem next ye maiftrefs Wever fene 
Yclad in fable bombafine j 
The frankeleins wyves accoft her blythe, 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe j 
And yeve honour parochiall 
In pew, and eke at feftivall. 
Worfchip and wealth her hulbond hath ; 
Ne poor in aught, fave \\erks and faith : 
Kepes bull, bore, ftallion, to difpence 
Large pennorths of benevolence. 
His berne y crammed was, and (lore 
Of poultrie cackled at the dore ; 
His wyf grete joie to fede hem tokp. 
And was aflonied at the cocke ; 
That, in his portaunce debonair. 
On cverich henn befto\v'3 a ihare 
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Of plcfaunce, yet no genitours 
She fawy to thrill his paramours : 
Oftfithcs (he mokermus'dtheron, 
^ Tet nift fhe howgates it \vas don. 
One night, ere they to flccpea \vent. 
Her Ifaac in her arms ihe hent, 
As was her ufage ,- and did faie, 
Of charite I mote thee praic. 
To tcchcn myne unconnyng wTt 
One thing it comprehendeth niet : 
And maic the fouJ fiend harrow thee^ 
Jf in myne queft thou falfcn mc. 

Our Chaunticlcrc lo^cs everich hcn>^ 
Ne fewer kcpes our yerd than ten ; 
Yet romps he ore beth gretc and fmally 
Ne ken I what he fwijjks wytliall. 
But on ech leg a wepon is, 
Yperfcnt, and full ftarke I vvjrs ; 
Doth he with hem at Pertelote pfay ? * 
In footh thercs werk inough for tway. 
Qd. Ifaac, certes by Sainft Poule,. 
Myne lief thou art a fimple foulc j 
Foules fro the egle to the wren, 
Bin hamcfs*d othcrgife than men t 
For the males englns of d'elite, 
Ferre in thcyr entrails are empight; 
Els, par mifchaunce, thcyr mcrrimenf 
Emong the breers mought fore be fhent^ 
Thus woxen bote, they much avauncc 
hort of venereal jouiiauace : 
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And in one month, the trouth to fayne, 
Swink mo than manhodc in yeres twaine. 

O Bchedicite ! qd. (he, 
If kepyng liotc fo kindlych be, 
file in thyne bowcfes trufs thyne gerc. 
And eke the fkrippe that daunj^Ieth here; 

Nc dame, he anfwerd, mote that bene;. 
For as I hope to be a dene, 
Thiike Fafftaffe-bcllic rdwnd and big,. 
,Was|)uilt for corny ale and' pig : 
Ne in it Ts a chink for iheftv 
Nc for a wheat-ftraw, and tway peaie. 

Pardic, qd. flie, fyth thercs nat room,- 
Swcte Nykin ! chafe hcnr in myne woom. 



TO MR. POPE. 

AN IMITATION OT A GKEtK EPIGRAM IN HOMEIT. 

In which the poet fbppofeth Apollo to have ^fvcn 
this anfwer to one who enquired who was the author 
of tlic Iliad, 

*H£i3br /ACT TEyiv, 6xafCM'(n H 3«®" *0/*iy®-r 
Haec modulabar ego, fciipfit divinus Homerus. 

'TTTHEN Phcebus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 
^^ Of old affemblcd in the Thefpian ihades. 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Bedti thefc harps to found, and thee to hear ? 

Reply'd 
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Reply 'd the god, Your lofticfl notes (^nploy 
To fing young^Peleiis, and the fall of Tnpy^ 
The wondrous fong with rapture they rehearle^ 
Then alk who wrought that miracle of vcrfe. 
He anfwer'd with a frown : I now reveal 
I A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal. 
Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 
I warbled to the lyre that favourite tale, 
Which, unobferv*d, a wandering Greek and blind, 
Heard me repeat, and treafur'd in his mind ; , 
And, fir*d with thirft of more than mortal praife. 
From me the god of wit ufurp*d the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame. 
Proud with ccleftial fpoils to grace her xame : 
Yet when my arts fhall triumph in the Weft, 
And the White Ifle with female power is bleft. 
Fame, I forefee, will- make repnfals there. 
And the tranflator's palm to me transfer ; 
With lefs regret my claim I now decline. 
The world will think this Englifh Iliad mine. 

THE PLATONIC SPELL. 

WHENE'ER I wed, young Strephon cry'd„ 
Ye powers that o'er the noofe prefide. 
Wit, beauty, wealth, good-humour give. 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 
But if all thefe no nymph can ihare. 
Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair. 

" ■ ' TI 
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Tl^us pray'd the fwain in heat of blood, 
Whijft nigh celeftial Cupid flood ; 
Ai^, tapping-him, faid, YoiAh hie wife, ^- ■ 
And let a child for once advife. 
A faultleftimake, a manag'd wit, * * 

Humour and riches, rarely .meet : 
But if a beality you'd obtain. 
Court foAiielDri^ht Phyllis of ffie'bfglh ; 
The dear i^fea long enjoy. 
Clean is tfie blifs, and ne*er will'cloyi"*' 

But f/aft me, youth, for I 'm fincere,' 
And know the ladies to a hair; ', ■ '• .'. 

Howc'cr fmall poets whine upon' it; 
In madrigal, and fong, a'nd fc^lfcc, 
Their beau£y *s but a Ipejl, to Isfihg 
A lover to th* enchantea ring. „ " , . 
E'er the* Tack -pollet Is, digefted, * 
Or half of Hymen's taper waftjd*, " ' " ' *^ 
Xiie winning air, the wknton trip, 
The radiant eye,'"the velvet lip, **' ' 
From wwicn' you fragrant ki(fes*i!olt. 
And feem'd to fuck" her fprihgin^ fpul ; 
Thefe, and the reft you doated 'on. 
Are naufeous, or infipid grown ; 
The fpcft ^Ufotves, the cloiid'is gdhi. 
And Sachariila turns to Joafti* *"' '-'-' ' * 
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MARULLU& TO NE^RA, 

IMITATED. 

ROB*D like Diana, reacly for the chace. 
Her mind as fpotlefs, and as fair her face^ 
Young Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawn 
Tq courfc th* imperial ftag o'er Windfor lawA. 
There Cupid view'd her ipreadina; o'er the plaia^ 
The firft and faired of the rural- train ; 
And, by a fmall miftake, the power -of love. 
Thought her the virg^n-goddcis of the groVc : 
Soon aw'd with innocence, t' evade her fight 
He fled, and drop'dliit quiver in the Right : 
Though pleas'd, (he blufh'd f and, with a glowing inul4»- 
Purfued the .god, and feiz*d the golden fpoil. ... 

The nymph, refiftlels in her native charms, ;» 

Kow reigns, pofiefs'd of Cupid's dreaded arms ; 
And, ^ihg'd with lightning frbm her ladiant eyct. 
Unerring in its ^eed each arrow flies. 
Ko more his deity is held divine, 
No more we kneel at Cytherea*s ihrine ; 
Their various pewen, complete in Sylvia, prow 
tier title to oodunaad the ladms of lovc« 
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TRANSLATED FROM SZX:VVDV%, 

B A S I U M I. 

XTTH E N • VcnuSj in the fwcet Idalian iitde» 
^^ A violet couch for young Afcanius «iad^ 
Their opening g«n»>th* obedient rofes bow'd, 
And veil'd his^ bMutlcf^ with a damaik^loud : 
While the hnght^godctefs, with a gentle ifliower 
Of ne£hrr^d dews, perfum'd the bli&fnl bowA. 
Of fight infatiete, (hedcirouirs his chartn*, i 
Till her foft breaft rekindling ardour warms « 
New joys tumultuous in hf r bofom roll. 
And all Adonis nilhetl) oi^ her foul*. 
Traniported with each dear refembling gr»ce> 
She cries, Adonis !-■ -fure I fee thy face ! 
Then ftoops to clafp the beauteous form, but lean 
Hc*d wake too foon, and with a figh forbears ; 
Yet, fix'd in filent rapture, ftands to gate, 
Xiffing each flowering bud that round her plays s 
Sweird with her touch, each animated rofe 
Expands, and ftrait with war«>er purple glows? 
Where infant kiffes bloom, a balmy ftorc ! 
Redoubling all the blifs (he felt before. 

Sudden her fwans career along the ikiea, 
JLad o'er the globe the fair celelUal fliet-j 
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Then, as where Ceres pafs'd, the teeming plain 
Yellow*d \vith wavy crops of golden grain, . 
So fruitful kiffcs fell where Venus flew, 
And-b^ |j^«,powei: of genial magic grew ; 
A plenteous harveft ! which fhe deign'd t* impart 
To footh an agonizing .love-iick heart ,- 

All hail, ye rofeate kilTes ! who remove 
Our carQ9^ fljfed^cKii die ^ia^Biiviif^ ^hxfjs. ITT* 

Lo ! I yaurpoecy in tiit]»6ioM^Mf9i..,^u'., ^ '* 

Blefs your ^Atid po^ver, ■cttaindur'd-o|*'3^iir {>if^/^ k^)d :^ 
Lays! form'id.to laft.ttU' barVjareUf.tioNi iBV^4e$ .v h.^t 
The Muitf^-biU^an^ vMitber* aUlthe^^^fi^ , f; -il^n'-f; 
Sprung from, the * guiurdka vfrtWsRoijiW*! uaair, ,, y.. 
In Roman nimriMndiVti, icjcur^^of-ffajv^^ •, . . • : ^ iq 
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,?:•:-! •. •.* ^ ' • -r^.t !.>:» -. , 
S the youn^ enamour*d vinc^ 

I^u^^c^.hfr eli»;cleli^htst^ twine,. 

As the clafpl^vg.ivy* throws . ,^^ i^ . . ',.,. 

Round her oak Jher wanton hougns,^ 

So clofe, e:sy[)anding all thy cjifirn^s. 

Fold me, my CWo^is* "i thy arms,! . ^ 

Clofcr, my.f)hlpris,, could it be, . ^ : 

Would my fon^j|ir|»8 iivcifcle thec^ 

The jovial friend ihall tempt iix-Y^a 

With humour, \y|t^.and brifk c^.^mpargne ; 
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In vain (hall Nature call for deep, 
We '11 Love's eternal vigils keep : 
Thus, thus for ever let us li^, 
Dilfolving in excefs of joy. 
Till fate (hall with a fingle dart 
Transfix the pair it cannot part. 

Thus joined, we '11 fleet like Venus* dove$, 
And feck the bleft Elyfian groves ; ^ 
Where Spring in rofy triumph reigns 
Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 
There, lovers of heroic name, 
Revive their long-extinguifli'd. flame. 
And o'er the fragrant vale advance 
In Alining' pomp to fonp the dance. 
Or fing of Love and gay Defire, 
Refponfive to the warbling lyre j 
Reclining foft in blifsful bowers, 
Purpled fvvect with fpringing flowers ; 
And covered with a filken fliade, 
Of laurel mix'd with myrtle made : 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom, 
The mufk-rofe fcents the verdant gloom ; 
Through which the whifpering Zephyrs fly 
Softer than a virgin's figh. 

When we approach thofe bleft retreats, 
Th* aflembly ftrait will leave their feats. 
Admiring much the matchlefs pair, 
So fond the youth, the nymph fo ftir ! 
Daughters and miftrcfl*es to Jove, 
fiy Homer fam'd of old for love j 
X 
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In homage to the Britiih Grace, 
Will give pre-eminence of place. 
Helen herfelf will foon agree 
To rife, and yield her rank to thee. 



AN EPISTLE 
•to 
THOMAS LAMBARD, ESQ^ 

** Omnia me tua delc6bnt ; fed maximc, maxima cum 
" fides in amicitia, confilium, gravitas, conilantia; 
** turn lepos, humanitas, literae." 

Cicero, Ep. xxvii. Lib. xi. 

QLO W though I am to wake the deeping lyre, 
^ Yet fhould the Mufe Ibme happy fong inlpire. 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee. 
That favourite verfe to Lambard I decree : 
Such may the Mufe infpire, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of lafting love ! 
Meantime intent thp faircft plan to find. 

To form the manners, and improve the mind ; 

Me the fam'd \'vuts of Rome and Athens pleafc. 

By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in eafe j 

Whom all the rival Mufes drive to grace 

With wreaths familiar to his letter'd race. 

Now Truth's bright charms employ my ferious thought, 

In^fipwing clociuence by Tully taught : 

Thea 
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Then from the Ihades of Tufculum I rove, 

And (ludious wander in the Grecian grove ; 

While wonder and delight the foul engage 

To found the depths of Plato's facrcd page 5 

Where Science in attrdftive fable lies, 

And, veil'd, the more invites her lover's eyes. 

Tran (ported thence, the flowery heights I gain 

Of Pindus, and admire the warbling train, 

Whofe wings the Mufe in better ages prun'd. 

And their fweet harps to moral airs attun'd. 

As night is tedious while, in love bctray'd, 

The wakeful youth expefts the feithlefs maid ) 

As weary'd hinds accufe the lingering fun. 

And heirs impatient wilh for twentv-one : 

So dull to Horace * 6ii the moments glide. 

Till his fVee Mufe her fprightly force employ 'd 

To combdt vice, and follies to expofe, 

In eafy numbers near ally'd to ptofe : 

Guilt blufli'd and trembled when Ihe hear<J him fing, 

He fmilM reproof, and tickled with his fting. 

With fuch a graceful negligence expreft. 

Wit, thus apply'd, will everftand the teft : 

But he, who blindly led by whimfy ftrays. 

And from grofs images would merit praife. 

When Nature fcts tlie nobleft fiores in view, 

AflTedVs to polifli copper in Peru : 

So while the feas on barren ^nds are caft. 

The faltnefs cf their waves ofiends the talk t 

H' " * Epift. I. Lib. I- 
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But when to heaven exhal'd, in fruitful rain 
In fragrant dews they fall, to cheer the Twain, 
Revive the fainting flowers, and fwellthe meager grain. 

Be this their care, who, ftudious of renown, 
Toil up th* Aonian fteep to reach the 'crown j 
Suffice it me, that (havin:^ fpent my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) ' 
To ileadier rule my thoughts I now compofe. 
And prize ideas clad in houeft profe. 
Old Dryden, emulous of Caefar's praife. 
Covered his baldncfs with immortal bays ; 
And Death perhaps, to fpOil poetic fport. 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine ihort : 
His ear had a more lading itch than mine. 
For the fmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Should luft of verfe prevail, and urge the man 
To run the tiffling race the boy began, 
Mellow *d with fixty winters, you might fee 
My circle enc^in iccond infancy. 
I might erelong an Awkward humour have. 
To wear my bells and coral to the grave. 
Or igund my room alternate take a courfe. 
Now maunt my hobby, then the Mufes' hotfc : 
Let others wither gay, but IM appear 
With fage decorum in my eafy chair j 
Grave as Libanius, flumbering o'er the laws^ 
WhilU gold and party zeal decide the caufe. 

A nobler tafk our riper age afibrds 
Tlian fcanning fyllablcs, and weighing words. 
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'To make his hours in even mcafures flow. 
Nor think fome Aect too faft, and fome too flow; 
Still equal in himfeif, and free to tafte 
The "Now, without repining at the Paft j 
JMor the vain prefcience of the fpleen t* employ. 
To pall the flavour of a promis'd' joy ; 
To live tenacious of the golden mean» 
In all events of various fate ferene j 
With virtue itecl'd, and fteady to furvey 
Age, death, difeafc, or want, without difmay : 
Thcfe arts, my Lambard ! ufeful in their end. 
Make nnin to others and himfclf a friend, 

Happieft of mortals he, who, timely wife. 
In the calm walks of Truth his bloom enjoys ; 
With books and patrimonial plenty bleft, 
Health in his veins, aad cjuiet in his brcaft ! 
Him jio vain hopes attradi, no fear appals, 
Mor the gay fervitude of courts enthrals. 
Unknowing how to mafk concerted guile 
With a falfe cringe, or undermining fmile ; 
^lis manners pure, from aflc6lation free, 
And prudence (hines through clear fimplicity. 
Though no rich laljours of the Perfian loom, 
Nor the nice fculptor's art, adorn his room. 
Sleep unprovok'd will foftly fcal his eyes. 
And innocence the want.of down fupplies; 
Hcahh tempers all his cyps, and at his board 
Reigns tiK cheap luxury the fields afford : 
Like the great Trojan, mantled in a cloud, 
Himlclf uafccA he {j^a the labouiing croud, 
f X .} Wh 
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Where all induftrious to their ruin run. 
Swift to purfue what moft they ought to (hun. 
Seme, by the fordid thirft of gain controVd, 
Starve in their (teres, and cheat thcmfclvcs for gold, 
Prefcr\'e the precious bane with anxious care 
In vagrant lulls to feed a lavifh heir : 
Others devour Ambition's glittering bait. 
To fweat in purple, and repine in ftate ; 
Devote their powers to every wild extreme 
For the Ihort pageant of a pompous dream : 
Nor can the mind to full perfection bring 
The fruits it early promised in the fpring. 
But in a public fphcre thofe virtues fade. 
Which open'd fair and flourifh'd in the ihade : 
So while the Night her ebon fceptre fways. 
Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant * difplays j 
But the full day the Ihort-liv'd beauties fhun, 
Kludc our hopes, and ficken at the fun. 
Fantaftic joys in diftant views appear, 
And tempt the man to make the rafti career. 
Fame, Power, and Wealth, which glitter at the goal^ 
Allure his eye, and fire his eager foul ; 
For thefe are eafc and innocence refign'd. 
For thcfe he ftrips j farewell the tranquil mind J 
Headftrong he urges on till vigour fails, 
And gray experience (but too late !) prevails :] 
But, in his evening, view the hoary fool. 
When/the nerves llacken, and the fpirits cool ; 

f The nurc-trec; 
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When joy and blulhy youth forfake his face. 
Sicklied with age, and four with felf-difgrace 5 
No flavour then the fparkling cups retain, 
Mufick is harih, the Syren fings in vain j 
"To him what healing balm can art apply, 
Who lives difeas'd with life, and dreads to die ? 
Jn that laft fcer.e, by Fate in fables dreft, 
Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confeft j 
Thy veftal flames diff'ufe celeflial light 
Through Death's dark vale, and vanquifh total night ; 
Lenient of anguilh, .o'er the breaft prevail. 
When the gay toys of flattering Fortune fail. 
Such, happy Twifden ! (ever be thy name 
Mourn *d by the Mufe, and fair in deathlefs fame !) 
While the bright effluence of her glory fhone. 
Were thy laft hours, and fuch I wifh my own : 
So calTia bruis'd exhales her rich perfumes, 
And incenfe in a fragrant cloud confumes. • 

Moft fpoil the boon that Nature *s pleas'd t* impart. 
By too much varnifli or by want of art; 
By folid fcience all her gifts are grac*d. 
Like gems new polifli'd, and with gold enchas'd. 
Votes to th' unletterM 'fquire the laws allow. 
As Rome received di£lators from the plow : 
But arts, addrefs, and force of genius, joia 
To make a Hanmer in the fen ate ihine. 
Yet onjB prefiding power in every breaft 
Receives a ftronger fanftion than the reft ; 
And they who ftudy and difcern it well. 
Ad unrcftralli'd, without dcfign excel, 

X 4 But 
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But court contempt, and err without redrefs. 
Miffing the mafter-talent they poiTefs. 
Whifton perhaps in Euclid may fucceed. 
But fhall I truft him to reform my creed ? 
In fweet aflfemblage every blooming grace 
Fix Love's bright throne in Teraminta's face. 
With which her faultlefs fhape and air agree. 
But, wanting wit, Ihe ftnves to repartee j 
And, ever prone her matchlefs form to wrong, 
Lefl Envy jfhould be dumb, fhe lends her tojigue. 
By long experience D— y may, no doubt, 
Enfnare a gudgeon, or fometimes a trout ; 
Yet Dryden once exclaim'd (in partial fpite !) 
He fi{h !— Bccaufe the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the Water-nymphs were kind to none 
But thofe the Mufes bathe in Helicon ; 
In what far^didant ag^ would Belgia raife 
One happy wit to net the Britifli feas ! 
^ Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor fmiles alike qp all ? 
The I.atfen vales eternal verdure wear, 
And flowers fpontaneous crown the fmiling year ; 
But who manures a wild Norwegian hill. 
To raife the jafmine or the coy jonquil ? 
Who finds the peach among the favage floes, 
Or in bleak Scythia fceks the bluihing rofe ? 
Here golden grain waves o'er the teeming fields. 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 
High on the cliffs the Britifli oak afcends. 
Proud to fuivcy tlie ieas her power defends j 
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Her fovercign title to the flag (he proves. 
Scornful of fofter India's fpicy groves. 

Thefe inftanc^s, which true in faft we find. 
Apply we to the culture of the mind. 
This foil, in early youth improvM with care. 
The feeds of gentle fcience bcft will bear; 
That with more particles of flame infpir'd, 
With glittering arms and thirft of fame is fir'd ; 
Nothing of grcatnefs in a third will grow. 
But, barren as it is, 'twill bear a beau. 
If thelc from nature's genial bent depart, 
In lifers dull farce to play a borrow'd part ; 
Should the fage drefs, and flijtter in the Mall, 
O;: leave his problems for a birth-ni:iht ball ; 
Should the rough homicide unflieath his pen. 
And in heroics only murder men ; 
Should the loft fop forfake the lady's charms, 
To face the foe with inoffenfive arms j 
Each would variety of afts afford, 
Fit for fomc new Cervantes to record. 

Whither, you cry, tends all this dry difcourie ? 
To prove, like Hudibras, a man's no horfe. 
I look'd for fparkling lines, and fomething gay 
To frilk my fancy with j but, footh to fay ! 
From her Apollo now the Mufe elopes. 
And trades in fyllogifms more than tropes. 
Faith, Sir, I lee you nod, but can't forbear j 
When a friend reads, in honour you muft hear : 
Tor all enthufiafts, when the fit is ftrong, 
Indulge a volubility of tongue : 

Their 
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Their fury triumphs o'er the men of phlegm. 
And, council-proof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Burgefs on his Tripod rav'd the more. 
When round him half the faints began to fnore. 
To lead us fafe through Error's thorny maze, 
Reafon exerts her pure ethereal rays j 
But that bright daughter of eternal day 
Holds in our mortal franie a dubious fway. 
Though no lethargic fumes the brain invefl. 
And opiate all her aftive powers to reft ; 
Though on that magazine no fevers feize. 
To calcine all her beauteous images : 
Yet banifh'd from the realms by right her own, 
Palfion, a blind ufurper, mounts the throne: 
Or, to known good preferring fpecious ill, 
Reafon becomes a cully to the will : 
Thus man, perverfely fond to roam aftray, 
Hoodwinks the guide alfign'd to fliew the way ; 
And in life's voyage like the pilot fares 
Who breaks the compafs, and contemns the ftars^ 
To ftter by meteors, which at random fly. 
Preluding to a tempeft in the Iky. 
Vain of his ikill, and led by various views. 
Each to his end a different path purfues ; 
And fcldom is one wretch fo humble known 
To think his friend's a better than his own : 
The boldeft they, who leaft partake the light. 
As game-cocks in the dark are train'd to fight. 
Nor iliame, nor ruin, can our pride <tbate, 
But what became our choice we call our fate. 

ViilaiB, 
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Villain, faid Zeno to his pilfering flave. 
What frugal Nature needs, I freely gave ; 
With thee my treafure I deposed in truft. 
What could provoke thee now to prove unjuft ? 
Sir, blame the ftars, felonious culprit cry*d : 
We '11 by the ftatutc of the ftars be try'd. 
If their ftrong influence all our actions urge. 
Some are foredoom 'd to fteal— and fomc to fcourge t 
The beadle muft obey the Fates' decree, 
As powerful Dcftiny prevail'd with thee. 

This heathen logic feems to bear too hard 
On me, and many a harmlefs modern bard : 
The critics hence may think thcmfclves decreed 
To jerk the wits, and rail at all they read ; 
Foes to the tribe from which they trace their clan. 
As monkies draw their pedigree frpm man ; 
To which (though by the breed our kind 's difgrac'd) 
Wfe grant fuperior elegance of tafte : 
But in their own defence the wits oblerve 
That, by impulfe from heaven, they write andftanre; 
Their patron-planet, with reliltlefs power, 
Irradiates every poet's natal hour; 
Engendering in his head a folar heat 
For which the college has no fure receipt, 
Elfe from their garrets would they foon withdraw 
And leave the rats to revel in the Itraw. 

Nothing fo much intoxicates the brain 
As Flattery's fmooth infinuating bane : 
She on th' unguarded ear employs her art, 
While vain felf-love unlocks tlie yielding heart 1 
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And Rcafon oft fubmits when bodi invade. 

Without aifaultcd, and within betray'd. 

When Flattery'j niR^c mifts fuflfufe the fighty 

The don is a£live, and the boor polite ; 

Her mirror ihews perfc£Vion through the whole. 

And ne'er refiefh a wrinkle or a mole ; 

Each chara^er in gay confulion lies. 

And all alike are viituous, brave, and wife : 

Nor fail her fulfome arts to footh our pride. 

Though praife to venom turns if wrong applyM. 

Me thus fhe whi(pers while I write to yt>u : 

** Draw forth a banner*d hoft in fair review ? 

" Then every Mufe invoke thy voice to rai(c, 

'* Arms and the man to fmg in lofry lays : 

** Whofe a6live bloom heroic deeds employ, 

** Such as the fon of Thetis * fung at Troy ; 

** When his hi^h-founding lyre his valour rais*d * 

** To emulate the demi-gods he prais'd. 

** Like him the Briton, wann at honour's call, 

** At fam'd Blaragnia quelld the bleeding Gaul ; 

** By France the genius of the fight confeft, 

** For which our patron faint adorns his breaft." — 

Is this my friend, who (its in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 
And never any fccne of {laughter faw^' 
But thoie who fell by phyfic or the law ? • 
Why is he for exploits in war renown'd, 
Deck'd with a ftar, with bloody laurels crown *d ? 

* Uiad i». 
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O often prov'd, and ever found fincere ! 
Too honed is thy hearti thy fcnCc too clear. 
On thcfe encomiums to vouchfafe a fmile» 
Whicli only can belong to great ArgyU. 

But moft among the brethren of the bays. 
The dear enchantrcfs all her charms difplays, 
In the fly commerce of alternate piaife. 
If, for his father's lins condemn'd to write, 
Some younghalf-foather'd poet takes a flight. 
And to my touchftone brings a puny ode. 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior would explode ; 
Though every llanza glitters thick with flats. 
And goddefles dcfcend in ivory cars : 
Is it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 
His genius looks but aukward,-yet his fate. 
May raife him to be premier baid of flate ; 
I therefore bribe his fufiiage to my fame, 
Revere his judgment, and applaud his flame i 
Then cry, in feeming tranfport, while I fpeak, 
'Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek 1 
He, confcious of defert, accepts the praiil*,. 
And courteous, with increafe the debt repays : 
Boileau 's a.muihroom if compared to me, 
And, Horace, I difpute the palm with ihec ! 
Both ravifli'd, fing Te Phcebum for fucccfs ; 
Rife fwift, yc laurels ! boy ! befpeak the prcfs.— 
Thus on imaginary praife we feed j 
Each writes till all refufc to print or read : 
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From the records of fame condemned to paft 
To * Brifquet's calendar, a rubrick afs. 

Few, wondrous few ! are eaglc-eyM to find 
A plain difcafc, or blemifh in the mind : 
Few can, though wifdom (hould their health infurcy 
DifpaflTionate and cool attend a curtf. 
In youth difus'd to obey the needful rein, 
Well pleas'd a favage liberty to gain, 
\Vc fate the kind defire of every fcnfe. 
And lull our age in thoughiefs indolence : 
Yet all are Solons in their own conceit. 
Though, to fupply the vacancy of wit. 
Folly and Pride, impatient of control. 
The fifter-twins of Sloth, poiTcfs the foul. 
By KncUerwcre the gay Pumilio drawn, 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn : 
I fcarccly think his pifture would have power 
To make him fight the champions of the Tower s 
Though lions there are tolerably tame. 
And civil as the court from which they came. 
But yet, without experience, fenfe, or ^rts, 
Pumilio boafts fufficiency of parts : 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide the ftate, or give the ftamp to wit : 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 
Nor finds he a defe6l of vigour there. 

* Brifquet, Jefter to Francis I. of France, kept a 
calendar of fools. - 

Whea 
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When PliMomcl of old eflayM to fing. 
And in his rofy progrefs hail'd the fpring, 
Th' aerial fongtters liftening to the lays. 
By filent ecftafy confeft her praife. 
At length, to rival her enchanting note. 
The peacock drains the difcord of his throat, 
In hope his hideous fhrieks would grateful prorc. 
But the nice audience hoot him through the grove* 
Confcious of wanted worth, and juft difdain, 
Lowering his creft, he creeps to Juno's fane : 
To his prote6^rcfs there reveals the cafe ; 
And for a fweeter voice devoutly prays. * 

Then thus reply 'd the radiant goddefs, known" 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone : 

My favourite bird ! of all the fcatherM kind. 
Each fpecies had peculiar gifts alfign'd ; 
The towering eagles to the realms of light 
By their ftrong pounces claim a regal right ; 
The (wan, contented with an humbler fate. 
Low on the fifhy river rows in (late : 
Gay ftarry plumes thy. length of train bedeck. 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy neck ; . 
But the poor nightingale, in mean attire, 
Is made chief warbler of tlie woodland choir. 
Thefe various bounties were di(pos'd above. 
And ratify *d th* unchanging will of Jove : 
Difcern thy talent, and his laws adore ; 
Be; what thou wcrt defign'd, nor aim at more. 
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TO THE Q^UEEN^ 

ON HER MAJESTY'S BIRTH-DAY. 

Tj^ROM this aufpicious day three kingdoms datt 
•*- The faircll favours of indulgent Fate : 
From this the months in radiant circles run. 
As ftars receive their luftre from the fun. 

To you the fccptres of all Europe bend, 
The vi6Vor thofc revere, and thefe the friend ; 
Your filkcn reins the willing nations crave. 
For 'tis yourlov'd prerogative to fave. 
Mild amidft triumphs, vi6tory beftows' 
On you renown, and freedom on your foes ; 
Oblervant of your will, the goddefs brings 
Palms in her hand, and healing in her wings. 

But, as the brighttll beams and gentleft ihower^ 
Were once rdcrv'd for Eden's opening flowers ; 
So, though remoter realms your influence fharc, 
Biitannia boafls to be your darling care. 
By your great wifdom and relilllefs might. 
Abroad wq conquer, and at home unite : 
l^^ature had join'd the lands ; but you alone 
Make their afle£lions and their councils one ; 
You fpcak— the jarring principles remove. 
And, ciofc combin'd, the nfler-nations prove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love. 

What 
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What power would now forbid the warrior-queen 
To wave the red-crofs banners o'er the Seine ? 
Others for titles urge the foldier's toil, 
Or meanly feek the foe, to feize the fpotl : 
But you for right your pious arms employ. 
And conquer to reftore, and not deftroy j 
Vouchfafing audience to your fuppliant foes. 
You long to give the labouring world repefe ; 
Concurring juftice waits from you the word, 
Pleas M, when you fix the fcales, to Ihcath the (Wot4« 

From this propitious omen- we prefage 
Unnumber'd bleffings to the coming age, 
Eftablifli'd Faith, the daughter of the Ikics, 
Shall fee new temples by your bounty rife j 
Commerce beneath the fouthern ftars fhail thrive, 
Intefline feuds expire, and arts revive ; 
Safe in their ihades the Mufes fhall remain, 
And fing the milder glories of your reign. 

So, whilfl-ofTended heaven exerts its power. 
Swift fly the Hghtnin<;s, loud the thunders roar, 
But, when our inccnTe rcconciks the ikics, 
Af ain tlie radiant btams begin to rile ; 
Soft Zephyrs gently waft the clouds away. 
And fragrant flowers perfume the dawning day; 
The groves around rejoice with echoing flrainS| 
And golden Plenty covers all the plains. 
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To the .Right Honourable 

J O H 1^ LORD G O W £ R. 

WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 1716. 
I. 

A^' E R Winter's long inclement f\vay, 
^^ At length the lufty Spring prevails j 
And, fwift to meet the fmiling May, 
Is wafted by the weftem gales. 
Around him dance the rofy hours, 
And damafkingthe ground with flowers. 
With ambient fweets perfume the morn : 
W^ith fhadowy verdure flourifh'd high, 
A fuddcn youth the groves enjoy ; 
Wlicrc Philomel laments forlorn. 
II. 
Bv hcrawak'd, the woodland choir 
To hnil the coming god prepares ; 
And tempts mc to rcfume the lyre. 
Soft warbling to the vernal airs. 
Yet once more, O ye Mufes ! deign 
For me, the meaneft of your train, 
Unblam'd t' approach yourbleft retreat t 
Where Horace wantons at your fpriog. 
And Pindar fwceps a bolder firing ; 
Whofc notes th' Aonian hills repeat. 

Or 
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III. 
Or if invokM, where Thamcs's fruitful tides. 
Slow through the vale in filver volumes play ; 
Now your own Phoebus o'er the month prefides. 
Gives Love the night, and doubly gilds the day : 
Thither, indulgent to my prayer. 
Ye bright harmonious nymph repair. 
To fwell the notes I feebly raife : 
So with infpiring ardors warm'd. 
May Gower's propitious ear be charm'd. 
To liften to my lays. 
I. 
Beneath the Pole on hills of fnow, 
Like Thracian Mars, th' undaunted Swede 
To dint of fword defies the foe 5 
In fight unknowing to recede : 
From Volga's banks, th* imperious Czar 
Leads forth his furry troops to war { 
Fond of the fofter fouthcrn Iky : 
The Soldan gauls th* Illyrian coaft ; 
But foon the mifcreant moony holl, 
Before the vi6tor-crofs iliall fly. 
IL 
But here, no clarion's ihrilling note 
The Mufc*s green retreat can pierce ; 
The grove, from noify camps remote. 
Is only vocal with my verfe : 
Here, wing'd with innocence and joy. 
Let the foft hours that o*er me fly 

Y 4 jyrpf 
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Drop freedom, health, and gay. defires : 
While the bright Seinc»t* exalt tjie foul. 
With fparkling plenty crowns the bowl ; 
And wit and focial mirth inipires. 

m. 

Enamoured of the Seine, ccleflial fair, 
(The blooming pride of Thetis* azure traii>) 
Bacchus, to win the nymph who cays'd his carc^ 
Lafli'd his fwift tigers to the Celtic plain : 

There fecret in her fapphire cell. 

He with the Nais wont to dwell j 

Leaving the neftar'd feafls of Jove : 

A nd where her mazy waters flow. 

He gave the mantling vine," to grow^ 
A trophy to his 16ve, 
I, 
Shall man from Nature's fanftion ftray. 
With blind Opinion for his guide j 
And, rebel to her rightful fway. 
Leave all her bounties unenjoy'd ? 
Fool ! Time no change of motion knows ; 
With equal fpced the toVrent flows, 
To fweep Fame,, Power, arid Wealth away : 
The paft is all by Death poflcfs'd ; 
And frugal Fate that guards the reft, 
By giving, bids him live, to-day. 

ii. 

O Gower ! through all th^t deftin'd ipace^ 

What breath the powers allpt to me. 

Shall fing the virtues of thy race 

Vxiittdy and complete in thee* ~ O flower 
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O flower of anlcent fenglifh faith, 
Purfue th* unbeaten patriot-path. 
In which confirm'd thy father Ihone : 
The light his fair example gives. 
Already from thy dawh receives 
A iuftre equal to its own. 

III. 
Honour's bright dome, on lading columns itar^j* 
Nor envy rufts, nor rolling years confume i 
Loud paeans echoing round the roof are hcar*(l» 
And clouds of incenfe all the void perfume. 
There Phocion, Lslius, Capel, Hyde, 
With Falkland feated near his fide, 
Fix'd by the Mufe the temple grace ; 
Prophetic of thy happier fame, 
She, to receive thy raditot name, 
Selc6ts a whiter fpace. 

*r H E DREAM; 

imitated from PropertIus, Book iii. Elegy iii. 

'T^O green retreats, that fhade the Mufes'flream, 
■■" My fancy lately bore me in a dream ; 
Fir*d with ambitious zeal, my harp I ftrung. 
And Blenheim's Rcld, and fam'd Ramillia fung : 
Faft by that fpring, where Spcnfer fat of old, 
And great exploits in lofty numbers told. 

Y 3 Phoebus 
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Phoebus in his Caftalian grotto laid. 
O'er which a laurel caft her filkcn fhadc, 
Spy'd me, and haflily when firfl he fpy'd. 
Thus, leaning on his golden lyre, he cry'd r 

What ftrange ambition has mifplac'd thee there } 
Forbear to fing of arms, alas forbear ! 
Form*d in a gentler mould, henceforth employ 
Thy pen to paint the fofter fcehes of joy. 
Thy Works may thus the myrtle garland w^ar^ 
Prefer'd to grace the toilets of the fair : 
When their lov'd youths at night too long delay. 
In reading thee they *11 pafs the hours away : 
And, when they*d make their melting willies known^ 
Repeat thy paflion to reveal their own. 
Then hafte, the fafer fballows to regain, 
Nor dare the ftormy dangers of the main. 

Ceafing with this reproof, the friendly god, 
A mofTy path, but lightly beaten, fliow'd : 
A cave there was, which Nature's hand alone 
Had arch'd with greens of various kinds o'ergrown | 
'With tymbrels all the vaulted roofs were grac'd. 
And earthen gods on either fide were placed. 
Silenus, and the Mules virgin-train, 
Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain : 
Elfewhere the doves of Cytherea's team. 
Were feen to fip the fwect Caftalian ftream. 

Nine lovely nymphs a feveral talk purfued. 
For ivy one was fent to fearch the wood ; 
This to foft numbers join'd harmonious airs. 
And fragrant rofy wreaths a third prepares, 

Mc 
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Me thus the bright Calliope addrefs'd 
(Her name the brightiiefs of her form confefs'd) : 
The filvcr fwans of Venus wait to bear, 
Thee fafe in pomp along die liquid air. 
Pleased with thy peaceful province, flrait recall 
Thy rafh deiign to fing the wounded Gaul. 
Harfh founds the trumpet in the Mufcs* grove. 
But fweet the lute, the lute is fit for love. 
No more rehcarfe the Danube's purple ftieam, 
Let love for ever be the tender tlieme. 
And in thy verfc reveal the moving art, 
To melt an haughty nymph's rtlcntlefs heart. 

The goddcfs ccafing, to confirm mc more. 
My face with hallowM drops (he fprinkled o*er ; 
Fetch'd from the fountain, by whofe flowery fide, 
Soft W^allcr iung of Sachariifa's pride^ 

To the Right Honourable the LaJy 

MARGARET CAVENDISH HARLEY* 

WITH. TKE POEMS OF MR. WALLER. 

T ET Others boaft the nine Aonian maids, 
'*'-' Infpiring ftrcams, and fwect rcfounding (hades; 
Where Phdrbus htard the rival bards rchcarlc, 
And bade the laurels Icani the lofty vcrfc. 
In vain ! Nor PhcxbucJ, nor the boaftcd Nine, 
Inflame the raptur'd foul \Nith rays divine : 
None but the fair infufe the lacrcd fire, 
And love with vocal art informs the lyre. 

y 4' wiittt 
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When Waller, kindling with caoekftial lage, 
View'd the trigtrt Harley of th«t v^Qadering age. 
His pleafing pain he taught the luce to breathe ; 
The Graces fung, and wove ^is myrt^ wieath* 
In youthi of patrimonial ^Health pofieft. 
The praife of fcience faintly warmM his breaft t 
But, fir*d to fame by Sidney's rofy fmiley 
Swift o'er the laureat realms he uig'td his roil. 
His Mufe, by Nature form'd to pleaft the har. 
Or fing of heroes with majeftic air. 
To melting flrains attun'd her voicei ^d fbrorts 
To waken all the tender powers of love : 
More fweetly foft her awful beauty (hone. 
Than Jiino grac'd with Cytherea's tone. 

As ^gels love, congenial ifouls unite 
Their radiance, and re6ne each other's li^t : 
The florid and fublime, the grave and gay. 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Illumin'd thence in equal lays to bound 
Their copious fenie, and harmonize the ibund | 
With varied notes the curious ear to pleafe. 
And turn a nervous thought with artful eafc. 
Maker, and model, of raelodius verfe ! 
Accept thefe votive honors at thy hearfe. 
While I with filial awe attempt thy praife, 
Infafe thy genius, and my fancy raife ! 
So, warbljng o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
To Orpheus pay the fong his ihade infpires. 

In Waller's fame, O faireft Harley ! view 
What verdant palms ihall owe their birth to you. 
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To you wint deatlilcfs cfaanm^rfc thence decieed^ 
In Sachariflk^s £[»ta vouchfafe to read . 
Secuce beneath the %viag of withering Ttnley 
Her beauties flouiiih in ambrofial prifBe. ; 
Still kindling np&ne, fee ! ibe niove» ill Aaite $ * 
Gods, nymphs, and heroes, on htt triiiBiph waiK« 
Nor think the iovfi^s praife of lote'ft delight 
In pureft minds may ftatn the virgU-white ; 
How bright, and chaAe, the poet and his theibe; 
So Cynthia ihines on Areehu^i'silream.] 
A fainted virtue to die fpheres may ling 
Thofe ftrains, that mviih*d here the raartyr-kingi 
Plenteous of native wit, in lettered eafe 
Politely form'd, to pro&t and to pleafe, 
To Fame whatever was due he gave to Fame ? 
And, what he could not praife, forgot to name : 
Thus Eden's rofe without a thorn difplayM 
Her bloom, and in a fragant bluih decay 'd. 
Such foul-attraf^ing airs were £img of old. 
When blifffui years in golden circles rolPd : 
Pure from deceit, devoid of fear and ftrife. 
While love was all the penfive care of life. 
The fwains in green retreats, with flowrets crownMj 
Taught the young groves their paifion to reibund : 
Fancy purfued the paths where beauty led. 
To pleaie the living, or deplore the dead. 
While to their warbled woe the rocks reply'd, ~ 
The rills remurmur'd, and the Zephyrs figh'd i 
From death redeem'd by verfe, the vanilh'd fair 
BreathM in a fipwer> or iparkled in a ftar* 

6 Bright 
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Bright as the (lars, and fragrant as the flowxrs 
Where Spring rcfides in ibftElyfian bowers j 
While thcfc the bowers adorn , and they the fpheie. 
Will SacharifTa's charms in fong appear. 
Yet, in the prefent age, her radiant name 
Muft take a dimmer interval of fame ; 
When you to full meridian iuftre rife. 
With Morton's fhape, and Gloriana's eyes ; 
With Carli do's wit, hcrgcfture, and her mien; 
And, like fcraphic Rich, with zeal ferene : 
In fwcct aflcmblage all their graces join'd 
To language, mode, and manners more refin'd t 
That angel-frame, with chaftc attra£Vion gay. 
Mild as the dove-ey*d morn awakes the May, 
Of nobleft youths will reign the public care, 
Their joy, their wilh, tlieir wonder, and dcfpair. 
Far-beaming thence what bright ideas flow ! 
The filkr-arts with fudden rapture glow : 
Her Titian tints the paintcr-nymph refumes ; 
The canvas warm with rofeate beauty blooms : 
Infpir'd with life by Sculpture's happy toil, ■ 
The marble breathes, and foftens with your fmilc ; 
Proud to receive the form, by fate dcfign'd 
The faireft model of the fairer kind. 
But hear, O hear the Mufc's heavenly voice ! 
The waving woods and echoing vales rejoice : 
Attend, ye gales ! to Margarctta's praife ; 
And all ye liftening Loves record the lays ! 
So, Philomela charms th* idalian grove, 
When Venus, in the glowing orb of love, 



O'er 



TO LADY HARLEY. 331 

O'er ocean, earth, and air, extends her reign ; 
The firft, the brighteft of the ftarry train. 

What favourite youth affign the Fates to rife. 
In bridal pomp to lead the blooming prize ? 
Whether his father's garter'd (hield fuftains 
Trophies, atchiev*d on Oallia's viny plains : • 

Or, fmilling Peace a mingled wreath difplays. 
The Patriot's olive, and the Poet's bays : 
Adorn, ye fates I the favourite youth ailign'd. 
With each ennobling grace of form, and mind > 1 

In merit make him great, as great in blood ; . 
Great without pride, and amiably good j 
His brcaft the guardian ark of heaven -bom law, 
To rtrike a faithlefs age with confcious awe. 
In choice off riends by manly reafon fway'd j 
Not fear'd, but honour'd ,• and with love obcy'd. 
In courts, and camps, in council, and retreat. 
Wife, brave, and ftudious to fupport the flate. 
With candour firm ; without ambition bold 1 
No deed difcolourM with the guilt of gold. 
That heaven may judge the choiceft bleffigns due^ 
And give the various good compriz'd in you* 
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t o 

SOUTHERNERS SPARTAN i)AME. 

Tjrr HEN realta^ aj* rtvag*d with fnvafivt fb», 
^ ^ Each Itoforti ^tth lifcroic irdcmf gloUrs | 
Old chiefs, it;fle6Hng on their former deeds^ 
Difdain to ruft with batterM invalids i 
But aftive in the forfemoft ranks appear. 
And leave yoting fhiock-fac*d beaux td guard the restf. 
Bo, to repel the Vandals df the ftage, 
Our veteran bard refumcs his tragic ragi^ t 
He throws the gauntlet Otway us*d to wiefd. 
And calls for Engliflrrtten to judge the field : 
Thus arm'd, to refcuc Nature from diignite, 
Meflieurs ! Fay down your minftrels arifl grimace x 
The brawnieft youths of Troy the combat fear'd. 
When old Etcllus in the lifts appeared. 
Yet what avails the champion's giant fitec,- 
When pigmies are made umpires of the prize ? 
Your fathers (men of fenfe, and honeft bowlers) 
Difdain*d the mummery of foreign ftrollers : 
By their examples would you form your tafte. 
The prefent age might emulate the paft. 
We hop'd that art and genius had fecur'd you ; 
But foon facetious Harlequin allur'd you 9 
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The Mufes blufli'd, to fee their friends exalting 
•Thofe elegant delights of jig and vaulting : 
So charm'd you were^ you ceas*d awhile to dote 
On nonfenfe, gargled in an eunuch's tliroat : 
All pleas'd to hear the chattering monfters ipeak. 
As old wives wonder at the parfon's Greek. 
Such light ragoAts and mufhrooms may be good. 
To whet your appetites for wholfome food : 
But the bold Briton ne'er in eameft dines 
Without fubftantial haunches and furioins. 
In wit, as well as war, they give us vigour ; 
Crefly was loft by kicklhaws and foup-meagre. 
Inftead of light deferts and lufcious froth. 
Our poet treats to-night with Spartan broth ; 
To which, as well as all his former feafts. 
The ladies are the chief-invited guefts. 
Crown *d with a kind of Glaftonbury bays, 
That bloom amid the winter of his days ; 
He comes, ambitious in his green decline. 
To confecrate his wreath at beauty's fhrine. 
His Oroonoko never fail'd t* engage 
The radiant circles of the former age : 
Each bofom heav'd, all eyes were feen to flow. 
And fympathize with Ifabella's woe : 
But Fate referv'd, to crown his elder fame. 
The brighteft audience for the Spartan Dame. 
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